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warks  wearing  over  her  male  attire,  and  sprang  upon  the  bul*. 

’  Jack  wa,  by  her  aide  on  the  .nstant,  having  flung  aside  the  wig  and 
raise  beard.  They  stood  together,  hand  in  hand. 
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Gallant  Jack  Barry  ' 

Or,  THE  YOUNG  FATHER  OF  THE  AMERICAN  NAVY 

By  CAPT.  THO’S  H.  WILSON 


CHAPTER  I. — ^The  Young  T)eserter.  > 

The  rumblings  of  the  coming  revolution  could 
be  heard  along  the  coast  from  Maine  to  Geor¬ 
gia  some  time  before  the  first  blow  was  struck. 
English  wai'ships  flocked  to  the  coast,  English 
soldiers  held  the  large  cities  and  forts,  and  Eng¬ 
lish  agents  and  spies  were  abroad  on 'all  sides. 
It  was  evening  in  Philadelphia,  and  a  small  Brit¬ 
ish  sloop-jof-war  was  lying  at  anchor  in  the  Dela¬ 
ware  river,  just  below  Smith’s  Island.  A  young 
man  of  nineteen,  in  the  garb  of  a  sailor,  stood  at 
an  open  window  of  a  house  facing  the  river,  and 
he  .shook  his  clenched  fist  at  the  English  vessel. 
The  mischief  fire  ye,”  he  said  aloud,  “but  ’tis 
,  '’d  ’’ke  to  have  a  chance  at  you,  and  who  knows 
*  at  it  will  come  soon.” 

I  “What  will  soon  come,  you  saucy  fellow?”  iii- 

?uired  an  old  gentleman,  as  he  raised  his  head 
rom  a  desk. 

I  “War  with  England,  Mr.  Meredith,  as  I  heard 
I  the  gentlemen  last  night  saying.” 

1  “And  you  wish  for  war.  Jack  Barry?” 

1  “Why  not,  sir?  The  English  rogues  are  get- 
I  ' ting  more  insolent  every  day.  They  rob  us  and 
<  insult  us  here  on  land,  and  they  drag  our  seamen 
from  the  merchant  ships  at  sea,  to  force  them  to 
serve  on  their  men-of-war.  As  Mr.  Washington 
said  last  night,  we  can’t  stand  it  much  longer.” 

Jack  Barry  peered  Out  at  the  sloop-of-war, 
which  had  just  fired  a  gun. 

“They’re  putting  a  boatload  of  armed  men 
a.shore,”  he  answered,  “and  I  suppose  ’tis  a  poor 
^aap  deserting  that  was  forced  into  the  service. 
May  he  escape,  and  may  the  old  boy  fly  away 
with  those  after  him,  is  my  prayer.” 

The  old  merchant  smil^  and  shook  his  head 
at  the  young  sailor. 

“Jack  Barry,”  he  said,  “you  must  be  careful 
with  your  tongue  or  you  will  get  into  trouble. 
If  they  heard  you,  you  would  be  dragged  on  board 
>f  that  vessel  and  forced  to  serve  under  the  flag 
L  7u  hate.” 

^  “I’d  die  first,  Mr.*  Meredith.  Holy  Moses!  if 
tnere’g  not  a  poor  divil  coming  up  from  the  wharf 

b^Te  at  the  side,  my  lad,  and 

ni  pve  ye  a  hand.” 

.  "^he  de.serter  outside  heard  the  advice,  and^e 
•carted  into  ^e  alley.  Jack  Barry  was  hastening 

Meredith  stopped  him. 
•vhere  are  you  going,  you  mad  fool?”  he 
a/-ked. 

I  ^  the  poor  fellow  a  lift,  of 


“Go,  then,  and  here  a^re  the  keys  to  the  private 
vaults.” 

The  young  sailor  grabbed  the  keys  and  has¬ 
tened  out  to  the  yard,  muttering: 

“I  knew  his  heart  was  in  the  right  place,  after 
all.  Now  for  this  poor  chap.” 

“Here  I  am,  mate,”  said  a  boyish  voice,  as  a 
dripping  figure  arose  from  behind  a  hogshead. 

Loud  Voices  could  then  be  heard  out  in  the 
street  in  front  of  the  merchant’s  office. 

“I  saw  him  run  into  that  alley,”  cried  one  of 
the  voices.  ( 

“In  after  him,”  cried  another,  “and  the  young 
pup  *will  get  a  hundred  lashes  on  the  bare  back 
in  the  moming.” 

Jack  Barry  could  feel  the  damp  hand  trembling 
within  his  own  as  he  seized  the  young  deserters  to 
draw  hin\  back.  .  ' 

“Come  with  me,  lad,”  he  whispered,  “and  I’ll 
save  you  from  the  shai'ks.” 

A  pressure  of  the  hand  was  the  only  reply 
from  the  stranger,  as  Jack  Bai’rjr  led  him  dovm 
into  the  cellar.  The  English  sailors  were  then 
rushing  into  the  yard. 

Mr.  Meredith  heard  the  commotion  from  his 
office,  and  he  sighed,  as  he  muttered: 

“I’m  afraid  that  young  rascal  is  in  trouble  at 
last.  Who  is  that?” 

“It’s  only  me,  sir,”  answered  Jack  Barry,  as  he 
entered  the  office  and  handed  the  bunch  of  keys 
to  the  old  merchant. 

A  young  English  midshipman  strode  into  the 
office  with  a  sword  in  his  hand,  followed  by  six 
or  seven  sailors  with  cutlasses. 

“Where’s  the  lad,  old  man?”  demanded  the 
midshipman  of  tlie  old  merchant. 

“My  name  is  Meredith,  sir,  and  I  am  a  mer¬ 
chant  in  this  city.  What  brings  you  here?” 

“Oh,  stow  that  nonsense,  old  fellow,  or  you’ll 
get  into^  trouble.  I  am  Midshipman  Pease,  of 
His  Majesty’s  sloop  Petrel,  and  I’m  after  a 
young  deserter  who  came  in  here.” 

“I  saw  nothing  of  your  deserter,  sir,”  answered 
the  old  merchant,  “and  I  know  nothing  about 
him.” 

“Who  have  we  here?”  asked  the  young  officer, 
turning  on  Jack  Barry. 

“I  am  Jack  Barry,  sometimes  called  Saucy  Jack 
Barry,”  was  the  blunt  answer,  “and  I  am  second 
mate  of  the  good  ship  Black  Prince.” 

“You  are  a  saucy-looking  fellow.  And  what  do 
you  know  of  our  deseiler?” 

“If  you  mean  a  dripping  lad,  officer,  I  saw  him 
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goin^  into  the  alley  just  as  the  gun  went  off  on 
the  sloop.” 

“Wily  didn’t  you  catch  him,  as  you  must  know 
that  he  was  a  deserter?” 

“How  could  I  know,  sir?” 

“You  are  not  a  fool,  and  I  believe  you  know 
where  the  lad  is  now.  Come,  you  young  lubber; 
I’ll  make  you  an  offer.” 

“What  is  it,  sir?” 

“Show  us  where  the  deserter  is  hiding,  and 
you’ll  get  the  reward.  Refuse,  and  you’ll  go  ivith 
us  on  board  the  Petrel,  to  serve  for  him.” 

“I  wouldn’t  give  the  lad  up,”  answered  Jack,  in 
indignant  tones,  “to  save  my  ovu  life,  if  I  knew 
where  he  was.” 

“Seize  the  fellow,  men,  and  then  we’ll  search 
the  cellar  again.” 

Two  of  the  sailors  imshed  at  Jack  Barry,  but 
the  young  fellow  flung  them  aside  and  darted  out 
of  the  open  window  into  the  street.  The  sailors 
were  about  to  dart  away  in  pursuit  of  Jack,  but 
the  young  midshipman  kept  them  back.  He  drew 
off  his  men  soon  after,  and  they  hastened  to 
search  in  the  taverns  along  the  river  front,  as 
they  were  bound  to  take  the  deserter  or  Jack 
Barry  on  board  the  sloop  that  night.  The  old 
merchant  was  seated  at  his  desk  again,  when  an 
old  sailor  with  a  large  gray  beard  entered. 

“Who  is  that?”  inquired  the  old  man. 

“A  friend,  sir,”  was  the  answer.  “Give  me  the 
keys  of  the  vault.” 

Mr.  Meredith  stared  at  the  old  fellow  in  sur¬ 
prise. 

“You  rascal,”  he  said,  as  he  saw  the  twinkle  in 
the  old  fellow’s  eyes,  “you  will  get  into  serious 
trouble  yet.  Jack  Barry,  you  were  bom  to  be 
hung  at  the  yardann.” 

“The  mischief  a  fear,  sir,”  answered  the  dis- 
^ised  youth.  “I  just  had  a. drink  with  the  Eng¬ 
lish  rogues  down  at  the  Black  Bear  Inn  now,  and 
they  are  looking  high  and  low  for  Jack  Barry. 
Give  me  the  keys,  till  I  bring  up  the  poor  lad.” 

The  old  merchant  went  out  to  the  front  door 
and  locked  it,  securing  the  windows  on  the  lower 
floor  as  well.  When  he  reached  his  sitting  room 
he  found  Jack  Barry  and  the  young  deserter  there 
before  him,  the  former  having  removed  his  dis¬ 
guise.  The  old  merchant  stared  at  the  young 
stranger,  and  he  saw  that  he  was  weeping  bit¬ 
terly. 

“Why  are  you  weeping,  my  lad?”  asked  the 
old  merchant,  in  kindly  tones. 

“Begob,  sir,”  answered  Jack,  “there  is  the 
queerest  thing  at  all.  The  lad  here  is  just  after 
telling  me  that  he  isn’t  a  lad  at  all.” 

“Then  v/hat  is  he?”  inquired  the  old  merchant, 
in  amazement. 

“Oh,  good  sir,”  cried  the  weeping  stranger,  as 
she  dropped  on  her  knees  before  the  old  merchant 
and  seized  his  hands,  “I  am  a  miserable  girl,  and 
I  ask  your  mercy.  My  dear  twin  brother  is  now 
on  board  the  Petrel  as  a  prisoner  in  my  place, 
and  he  will  be  put  to  death  when  he  is  discov¬ 
ered.  Oh,  I  would  that  I  had  died  a  month  ago 
before  I  met  the  wretch!” 

“Be  calm,  my  dear,”  said  the  old  merchant, 
“and  be  seated.  Some  wine  and  biscuit  and  don’t 
be  a  fool.” 

“To  be  sure,  she  won’t,  sir.  Me  lad — me  gal — 
don’t  be  crying  that  way  at  all,  or  your  heart  will 
be  gone.  Drink  this  and  make  your  mind  easy, 
even  if  you  was  a  mermaid  entirely.” 


And  the  kind-hearted  sailor  forced  the  wine' 
down  the  weeping  creature’s  throat. 


CHAPTER  II. — To  Save  Her  Brother. 

The  weeping  girl’s  story  was  soon  told,  and  it 
■was  a  strange  one.  Her  name  was  Eva  Carroll, 
she  was  a  native  of  Jamestown,  in  Virginia,  and 
she  had  been  abducted  from  her  home  by  Captain 
Nixon,  of  the  English  sloop  Petrel.  Eva’s  only 
relatives  were  her  aged  father,  a  retired  sea  cap¬ 
tain  who  was  blind  and  bedridden,  and  a  twin 
brother.  Her  brother  was  serving  as  an  appren¬ 
tice  on  board  a  trading  vessel  when  Captain 
Nixon  first  met  the  sister  near  her  home.  The 
English  officer  visited  the  cottage,  became  ac¬ 
quainted  with  the  old  blind  sailor,  and  made  vio¬ 
lent  love  to  the  young  girl,  who  was  verging  on 
eighteen.  The  girl  could  not  listen  to  the  offer 
of  marriage  made  to  her  by  Captain  Nixon,  as  ha 
was  not  only  double  her  age,  but  he  was  repul¬ 
sive  to  her  as  well.  The  rascal  then  conceived 
the  idea  of  bearing  her  away  in  his  sloop,  and  he 
kept  her  in  close  confinement  in  one  of  the  small 
apartments  near  the  main  cabin,  but  he  treated 
her  otherwise  with  great  courtesy.  As  the  sloop 
was  sailing  up  the  Delaware  river,  Eva  discov¬ 
ered  that  her  twin  brother  was  on  board,  having 
been  seized  at  Jamestown  by  a  press-gang.  Cap¬ 
tain  Nixon  sought  to  conciliate  the  sister  by 
favoring  the  brother,  and  he  swore  to  the  youth 
that  he  bore  her  av-my  not  only  for  the  purpose 
of  making  her  his  la\vful  wife,  but  in  order  to 
save  her  from  a  secret  enemy  who  was  then  in 
Virginia  in  quest  of  her  father. 

Early  one  evening  they  exchanged  garments, 
and  Eva  appeared  on  deck  in  the  gloaming,  dress¬ 
ed  as  a  sailor  boy  with  her  hair  cut  close  and 
with  her  face  and  hands  disfigured  with  tar. 
Jasper  remained  in  the  cabin,  arrayed  in  his  sis¬ 
ter’s  garments.  An  old  sailor,  whose  name  was 
.Caleb  Colt,  was  alone  in  their  confidence.  Eva 
was  a  good  swimmer,  and  she  slipped  over  into 
the  river  at  dusk  to  make  for  the  shore,  but  she 
was  obseiwed  by  tile  watch  on  deck.  Captain 
Nixon  then  sent  the  boat  on  shore  in  quest  of  the 
young  deserter,  as  he  had  not  yet  discovered  the 
deception. 

“Oh,  good  sirs,”  concluded  the  weeping  girl,  “I 
fear  they  will  kill  my  brother  when  he  is  discov¬ 
ered,  but  he  made  me  escape.” 

“Your  brother  is  a  good  lad,  my  dear,”  said  the 
old  merchant,  “and  let  us  hope  that  he  will  also 
escape.” 

“He’s  a  trump,”  added  Jack  Barry,  “and  hang 
me  if  I  don’t  give  him  a  hand.” 

The  girl  -seized  the  young  sailor’s  hand  and 
kissed  it  fervently. 

“Oh,  good  young  man,”  she  sobbed,  “if  you 
will  help  my  dear  brother,  I  ^\dll  never  forget 
you.  ^  Captain  Nixon  is  such  a  cruel  tyrant  that 
he  will  lash  him  to  death  when  he  finds  that  it 
is  I  who  escaped.” 

“May  I  ask  a  few  questions,  young  lady?”  in¬ 
quired  the  old  merchant. 

“Certainly,  sir,  as  1  am  so  thankful  to  you  both* 
that  I  feel  as  if  you  were  old  friends.” 

“We  will  try  to  befriend  you,  my  dear.  Does 
Captain  Nixon  know  anything  about  your  father’s 
early  life?” 
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‘‘He  does,  sir,  as  he  threatened  to  have  him 
dragged  to  the  gallows  for  some  early  crime  if  I 
didn’t  become  his  vife  here  in  Philadelphia.” 

"And  did  your  father  never  tell  you  about,  his 
early  life?” 

“Never.  Poor  father  is  a  broken-hearted  man, 
as  he  never  speaks  of  the  past.  Oh,  he  will  be 
crushed  altogether  now,  as  he  must  think  that  I 
fled  from  liim  willingly.” 

The  old  merchant  consoled  the  unhappy  girl  by 
telling  her  that  he  would  shelter  and  protect  her 
as  well  as  he  could,  and  that  he  would  write  to 
her  father  at -once.  He  then  turned  to  Jack  Barry 
and  inquired: 

“Well,  madcap,  how  do  you  propose  to  assist 
the  young  brother?” 

“By  going  on  board  the  Petrel,  sir,  and  setting 
him^free  by  hook  or  by  crook.”  '' 

“Let  us  first  hear  what  you  propose  to  do,  you 
wild  i;pscal.” 

Jack  clapped  on  the  wig  and  the  false  whis¬ 
kers  to  stmt  around  the  room  with  all  the  swag¬ 
ger  of  an  old  salt,  as  he  answered: 

“I’ll  just  get  do\vn  to  the  Black  Bear  Tavern 
and  ship  on  board  the  sloop  as  a  seaman,  sir. 
Then  it  will  go  hard  if  Jack  Barry  can’t  see  a 
way  of  getting  the  lad  on  shore  here.” 

“And  will  you  risk  so  much,  brave  lad,  to  save 
a  total  stranger?”  inquired  the  tearful  young 
girl. 

“Sure  it  is  only  fun  for  me,  miss,  to  humbug 
the  English,  and  I  desire  no  better  sport  than  to 
have  a  tussle  with  the  scoundrel  who  treated  you 
so  shamefully.  Take  care  of  her,  sir,  and  I’ll 
away  for  the  frolic.” 

And  the  light-hearted  lad  burst  out  of  the  room 
before  the  girl  or  the  old  merchant  could  utter 

I  other  words  of  warning.  Jack  Barry  swaggered 
along  to  the  Black  Bear  Tavern,  where  several 
of  the  sailors  from  the  English  sloop  were  mak¬ 
ing  merry.  Among  them  was  Caleb  Colt,  the  old 
sailor  who  had  befriended  Jasper  Carroll.  Jack 
soon  managed  to  get  into  ^  private  confab  with 
the  old  sailor,  and  to  gain  ^ome  important  infor¬ 
mation  from  him.  Old  Caleb  was  delighted  to 
hear  that  the  young  girl  was  in  a  safe  place  of 
shelter,  but  he  was  terribly  troubled  about  her 
brother. 

“Just  think  of  it,  mate,”  he  said  to  Jack.  “I’m 
blest  if  the  shark  hasn’t  just  sent  me  on  shore  ito 
find  a  parson  to  splice  them  right  off,  and  he 
swears  he’ll  hang  the  lad  for  desertion  if  the  gal 
i.sn’t  willing  to  be  spliced  at  once.  He,  he,  he! 
Did  you  ever  hear  of  such  a  lark?” 

Jack  took  the  hint  at  once. 

“Are  you  willing  to  risk  a  little  to  save  him. 

Via  jicjkpi'i 

“Risk  a  little!  Blow  my  heart  to  bits  if  I 
1  wouldn’t  give  my  arm  to  see  him  clear  of  that 
sloop,  and  I  with  him.” 

“TTien  you’re  my  man,”  said  Jack,  as  he  grasp¬ 
ed  the  old  salt’s  hand.  “Come  wdth  me  and  I’ll 
j  get  you  a  parson  very  soon.” 

About  twenty  minutes  after  Jack  Barry  and 
tne  old  sailor  left  the  tavern.  Captain  Nixon  was 
1  seated  in  his  cabin  with  the  pretended  girl.  A 
single  .swinging  lamp  alone  v/as  burning  in  the 
cabin,  and  Captain  Nixon  was  drinking  brandy 
and  water  while  awaiting  the  return  of  Caleb  with 
the  par"on. 

“You  are  wi.se,  Eva,”  he  said,  “to  consent  to 
the  marriage,  as  you  will  be  happy  as  my  wife. 
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and  I  will  promote  your  brother.  What  a  fool  he 
was  to  attempt  desertion,  as  he  cannot  escape!” 

“But  he  is  not  caught  yet.” 

“What  of  that?  He  is  skulking  in  some  hole 
out  there,  but  my  men  are  certain  to  grab  him, 
-and  I  would  have  to  give  him  a  hundred  lashes  in 
the  morning  if  you  had  not  consented.  Ha!  Here 
comes  the  parson  now,  and  be  ready  for  the  cere¬ 
mony.” 

Captain  Nixon  advanced  to  the  cabin  door  to 
receive  old  Caleb  Colt  and  a  gray-bearded,  sancti¬ 
monious-looking  old  gentleman  in  black  garments. 

“This  is  the  Reverend  Mister  Snooks,  Captain 
Nixon,”  said  the  old  sailor,  as  he  made  his  boy/’ 
to  the  captain. 

“Glad  to  see  you,  Mr.  Snooks.  Step  in  and  try 
some  of  my  good  brandy.” 

“I  cannot  touch  of  the  liquor  until  I  have  per¬ 
formed  the  duty  on  which  I  have  been  called, 
Captain  Nixon.” 

iTie  old  man  spoke  in  solemn  tones,  and  he  cast 
a  sly  glance  at  the  pretended  girl. 

“Brother,”  continued  the  parson,  “I  am  here  to 
inform  you  that  a  marriage  cannot  be  celebrated, 
according  to  the  rules  of  the  church,  save  at  the 
parsonage.” 

“The  thunder  you  say!”  growled  Captain  Nixon. 

“It  is  the  truth,  sir.  We  must  conform  to  the 
rules  of  the  church.  If  you  and  the  lady  will 
come  to  the  parsonage  with  me,  I  will  be  pleased 
to  tie  the  knot,  always  providing  that  she  is  will¬ 
ing.” 

“Of  course  she  is.  Put  on  your  cloak,  Eva,  and 
come  with  us.” 

“One  moment,  captain,”  said  the  parson.  “I 
must  consult  in  private  with  the  young  lady  ere 
we  depart  to  the  shore.” 

“Then  consult  and  be  hanged  to  you!”  growled 
the  impatient  bridegroom,  as  he  moved  to  the 
door,  “but  be  quick  about  it.” 

He  then  moved  out  after  Caleb,  leaving  the 
parson  alone  with  ‘the  pretended  girl.  They  had 
to  wait  on  deck  about  ten  minutes  before  the 
parson  appeared  with  the  young  lady. 

“We  are  ready  to  depart  to  the  parsonage,  cap¬ 
tain,”  said  the  former,  in  solemn  tones.  “Good 
seamen,  be  careful  with  the  boat,  as  I  cannot 
swim.” 

,  The  young  lady  wore  a  cloak,  the  hood  of  which 
covered  her  head.  The  night  was  dark  and  the 
tide  was  running  out.  The  little  craft  was  only 
a  few  yards  from  the  sloop,  when  it  gave  a  sud¬ 
den  lurch.  A  yell  of  terror  burst  from  the  par¬ 
son  and  another  from  the  pretended  girl  as  the 
boat  capsized,  and  out  into  the  stream  they  all 
went.  The  parson  clung  convulsively  to  the  cap¬ 
tain,  yelling: 

“Save  me — save  me,  good  captain,  as  I  cannot 
swim  the  least!” 

Captain  Nixon  was  struggling  in  the  water. 

“Sheer  off,  you  blasted  lubber,”  he  cried,  “or  we 
will  both  go  down.  Save  the  young  lady,  you 
rascals,  or  I’ll  flog  you  all.” 

Another  boat  put  out  from  the  wharf  and 
pulled  for  the  sloop.  Captain  Nixon  was  still 
making  frantic  efforts  to  shake  off  the  parson 
when  they  were  picked  up  by  the  boat  from  the 
shore.  The  other  boat  put  down  the  stream  after 
the  cloak  floating  on  top  of  the  water,  lanterns 
flashing  out  in  the  bow.  Captain  Nixon  was 
spitting  the  water  from  his  mouth  when  Mid¬ 
shipman  Pease  said  to  him; 
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“We’ve  nabbed  the  youn^  deserter,  captain.” 

A  deep  groan  Sscaped  from  the  parson  on 
hearing  the  i^ews,  and  he  muttered  below  his 
bieath: 

“Thunder  alive,  what  luck,  after  the  brother 
got  off  safe;  but  Til  save  the  darling  girl  yet,  or 
my  name  is  not  Jack  Barry.” 

A  shout  was  then  heard  from  the  other  boat, 
and  Jack  groaned  in  earnest,  as  he  said  to  him¬ 
self  I 

“Bad  luck  to  it  all,  but  they  have  taken  the 
lad  also,  yet  I’ll  stick  to  them.”  _ 

“They  have  rescued  the  young  lady,”  said  Cap¬ 
tain  Nixon,  as  he  scowled  at  Jack.  “You  clumsy 
old  lubber,  she’ll  not  venture  into  a  small  boat 
with  you,  again.” 

“Truly,  captain,”  answered  Jack,  “I  would  that 
I  were  on  dry  land.” 

“You’ll  have  to  marry  us  before  you  leave  the 
sloop  to-night,  parson,  law  or  no  law.  Why, 
midshipman,  the  prisoner  is  togged  up  as  a 
woman.” 

“Yes,  captain,  we  nabbed  him  as  he  was  steal¬ 
ing  out  of  a  house  up  there  in  those  togs.” 

“Bring  him  down  into  the  cabin  with  the  par¬ 
son.  and  the  young  lady  also.” 

Eva  Carroll  was  die.ssed  up  as  an  old  woman, 
and  she  was  stealing  away  from  Mr.  Meredith’s 
house  in  that  disguise  when  the  sailors  pounced 
on  her.  Captain  Nixon  hastened  in  to  his  private 
room  to  change  his  wet  garments.  Before  he 
could  put  on  dry  clathes.  Midshipman  Pease  hail¬ 
ed  him,  crying: 

“Captain,  1  must  repoii;  that  the  men  in  the 
other  boat  only  succeeded  in  seizing  the  lady’s 
cloak,  and  we  fear  she’s  lost.” 

A  sigh  of  reMef  escaped  from  Eva  as  she  real- 
ied  the  situation,  feeling  assured  that  her  brother 
had  escaped  to  the  shore. 

Captain  Nixon  had  hastened  up  on  deck  in  a 
frantic  humor  to  send  the  boat  out  on  the  river 
again  in  quest  of  the  missing  girl,  and  the  two 
sailors  holding  Eva  withdrev/  to  the  door  at  the 
parson’s  request.  Midshipman  Pease  kept  a  sus- 
•  picious  eye  on  Jack,  and  on  the  disguised  girl 
also.  He  did  not  approve  of  his  uncle’s  actions 
in  dealing  with  Eva  Carroll,  as  he  was  secretly 
in  love  with  the  young  girl  himself,  but  he  dare 
not  oppose  him  openly. 

“Hang  that  young  scamp,”  said  Jack  to  himself, 
“as  he  suspects  something.” 

Jack’s  sharp  eye  was  still  on  the  young  officer, 
and  he  appeared  to  read  all  that  was  passing  in 
his  mind. 

“Did  that  young  rascal  make  love  to  you?”  he 
asked  Eva. 

“Yes,  he  did,  on  the  sly.  He  is  the  captain’s 
nephew,  you  know.” 

“Then  don’t  trust  him  much,  if  anything  hap¬ 
pens  to  me,  as  he  has  a  bad  face.” 

“I  won’t,  indeed.” 

Jack  rose  to  his  feet  just  as  the  two  armed 
sailors  advanced  from  the  door.  Then  into  the 
cabin  rushed  Captain  Nixon,  with  his  sword  in 
hand,  to  confront  Jack. 

“You  infernal  impostor!”  he  cried.  “You  are 
not  a  clergyman,  but  a  blasted  spy,  as  I  am  in- 
foimed,  and  I  will  masthead  you  and  flog  the  life 
out  of  you!” 

Midshipman  Pease  darted  into  the  cabin  and 
seized  Eva  to  drag  her  forth,  as  he  cried: 


“I’ll  secure  the  deserter,  captain.  Fear  not, 
Miss  Eva,  as  I  know  you,  and  I  will  save  you.” 

Jack  Barry  stared  at  Captain  Nixon  for  a  mo¬ 
ment,  as  if  astounded  at  the  charge,  then  he 
stooped  down  suddenly  and  caught  the  officer  by 
the  legs  to  fling  him  against  the  two  sailors  with' 
tremendous  force.  The  daring  fellow  then  seized 
a  cutlass  and  darted  out  of  the  door  to  deal  the 
cunning  midshipman  a  blow  on  the  head  that 
stretched  him  on  the  deck.  The  bright  girl  drop¬ 
ped  the  loose  gown  she  was  wearing  over  her 
male  attire  and  sprang  up  on  the  bulwarks.  Jack 
was  by  her  side  on  the  instant,  having  flung 
aside  the  wig  and  false  beard, 

“No  more  false  colors  for  me!  Tell  your  cap¬ 
tain  that  I  am  Jack  Barry,  and  that,  this  lad  here 
is  the  young  lady,  he  wanted  to  marry  to-niglit. 
Now  we’ll  sink  or  swim  together,  and  to  thunder 
with  you  all!” 

Then  over  into  the  river  and  down  with  the 
tide  they  swam  together,  while  all  was  confu¬ 
sion  and  dismay  on  board  the  sloop-of-war. 


CHAPTER  III.— Hopes  and  Fears. 

“Oh,  Jack  Bariy,  you  hot-headed  fool,  I  knew 
you  would  get  into  serious  trouble  at  last.” 

“How  is  that,  sir?” 

“Because  you  stole  the  bride,  assaulted  the  ' 
bridegroom  on  his  own  ship,  knocked  the  mischief 
,  out  of  two  of  his  sailors,  and  nearly  killed  one  of 
his  officers  with  a  blow  of  a  cutlass.  The  scaf¬ 
fold  looms  up  for  you.  Jack  Barry.” 

It  was  thus  that  the  old  merchant  pitched  into 
the  hot-headed  young  sailor  on  the  following 
night.  Jack  Barry  was  again  disguised  as  an  old 
sailor,  and  they  were  standing  together  in  the 
back  garden  of  the  old  gentleman’s  country  seat 
out  on  Broad  street. 

“And  do  you  blame  me,  sir?”  Jack  asked,  “for 
serving  the  young  lady  and  her  brother. 

“That  isn’t  the  question,  Barry.  My  praise  or 
blame  will  not  avail  you  in  getting  out  of  this 
fearful  scrape.  Captain  Nixon  swears  that  he 
will  have  you  hung  at  once — if  he  catches  you  on 
land  or  sea.” 

“I’m  not  afraid  of  that,  sir.” 

“But  the  hue-and-cry  is  out  after  you,  the 
English  sailors  and  the  police  officers  of  the  city 
-are  hunting  for  you,  and  you  will  be  shot  on 
sight  if  you  resist.” 

“For  all  that,,  sir,  with  your  leave  I  will  sail 
in  the  Black  Prince  to-morrow,  and  take  Jasper 
Carroll  with  me  also.” 

“What!  The  young  deserter  who  escaped  from 
the  English  sloop  last  night?” 

“Yes,  sir.  The  lad  is  helpless,  and  I  have  taken 
a  fancy  to  him.” 

“And  to  his  sister  also,  I  suppose?” 

“I  won’t  say  that,  but  she  is  a  sw^eet  girl,  and 
she  deserves  pity.” 

“Where  are  they  now’,  then?” 

“They  are  hiding  in  a  hut  in  the  woods  down 
near  the  Neck,  with  that  old  sailor  thev  call 
Caleb  Colt.” 

“Yes,  and  there’s  that  charge  against  you  also. 
You  encouraged  the  old  sailor  to  desert  fi*om  the 
sloop,  they  say.” 

“Supposing  w^e  bunch  the  whole  charges,  Mr. 
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Meredith,  and  say  that  I  am  in  for  hanging  if 
they  catch  me.  What  then?” 

“What  do  you  mean  by  that,  Jack?” 

“1  mean  to  ask  you,  sir,  if  you  propose  to  give 
me  up  as  a  bad  one?” 

“Nonsense,  Jack!  I  am  not  the  man  to  desert 
a  young  fellow  in  a  scrape.” 

“1  thought  so,  and  that  settles  it.  I’ll  sail  in 
your  ship  to-morrow  with  the  lad  and  the  girl.” 

Jack  Barry  won  his  consent  to  shipping  the 
deserters  on  the  Black  Prince  under  assumed 
names.  Another  subject  was  then  broached,  and 
it  was  of  intense  interest.  The  old  merchant  in¬ 
formed  his  young  favorite  that  he  had  stirring 
news  from  Boston  and  other  parts  of  the  country, 
and  that  the  great  Revolution  was  close  at  hand. 

“My  dear  boy,”  he  said,  “we  won’t  stand  Eng¬ 
land’s  tyranny  any  longer,  and  we  will  strike 
against  the  tyrant  very  soon.  Perhaps  when  you 
return  from  England  this  voyage  I  will  be  giving 
you  the  command  of  a  small  war  vessel.” 

Jack  Barry  danced  with  joy  at  the  glorious 
prospect,  and  cried: 

“By  the  great  powers,  but  that  will  be  a  happy 
day  for  me!” 

The  old  merchant  and  his  -favorite  conversed 
for  some  time  after;  and  the  disguised  sailor  then 
hastened  away  to  arrange  with  his  new  friends. 
Jack  Barry  was  in  splendid  humor  as  he  swag¬ 
gered  along  Walnut  street  in  the  old  city.  The 
persecuted  young  girl  and  her  brother  were 
awaiting  him  in  the  hut,  and  the  faithful  old 
sailor  was  with  them.  Jack  had  arranged  for 
the  escape  of  the  deserters  on  the  following  day, 
as  they  were  to  go  on  board  the  Black  Prince 
disguised  as  negroes,  and  they,  -were  even  then 
fixed  up  for  the  attempt.  Eva  Carroll  was  also 
disguised  as  a  colored  girl,  and  she  was  to  be 
taken  to  Mr.  Meredith’s  counti'y  house  in  the 
morning.  Jack  Barry  turned  dovm  the  old  Sec¬ 
ond  street  road,  casting  a  few  cautious  glances 
around  him.  The  gallant  fellow  reached  the  edge 
of  the  wood,  and  he  glanced  carefully  around 
again,  as  he  muttered: 

‘‘Hang  me  if  I  don’t  smell  danger  in  the  air, 
and  I  must  look  sharp.  If  they  nab  me,  I  am  a 
goner.” 

Shaking  off  the  neiwous  feeling  creeping  over 
him.  Jack  pushed  into  the  wood  and  stole  toward 
the  hut.  The  cautious  youth  peered  in  at  the 
window  of  the  hut,  but  could  not  see  any  one, 
and  he  sent  forth  a  faint  whistle.  There  was  no 
response  to  the  signal,  and  Jack  drew  his  pis- 
toki  and  cocked  them  as  he  pushed  iri  the  door¬ 
way,  saying: 

“I’ll  see  what’s  up,  as  I  can’t  stand  this  sus¬ 
pense  at  all.” 

“See  if  you  can  stand  that,  then!”  hissed  a 
voice  at  his  side.  And  Jack  received  a  smart  blow 
on  the  back  of  the  head  that  sent  him  reeling 
Into  the  little  hut. 

He  was  a  little  dazed  by  the  sudden  blow,  but 
he  w'heeled  about  almost  on  the  instant  and  fired 
toward  the  door,  saying: 

“You  cowardly  lubber,  show  fair  fight!” 

And  Jack  received  another  blow  on  the  head 
which  stretched  him  senseless.  On  opening  his 
eye's  again,  he  saw  a  lantern  shining  over  him, 
«nd  a  human  being  in  the  garb  of  a  sailor  also. 

“We  are  even  now,  so  far  as  the  blow  goes; 
>*nd  do  you  know  me,  Jack  Barry?” 

Ja/.k  'tared  at  the  .-peaker. 


“Midshipman  Pease,”  he  answered. 

“Correct,  Jack;  but  you  see.  I  am  togged  up  as 
a  common  sailor.  I  have  been  on  your  track 
all  evening,  and  here  you  are  now  in  my  power.” 

“What  are  you  driving  at?”  asked  Jack.  ‘ 

“That’s  the  ticket.  1  like  to  see  a  chap  come 
to  the  point  at  once,  and  I’ll  soon  answer  you  in 
plain  words.  I  want  the  young  lady.” 

“You  can’t  have  her,  youngster,”  Jack  answer¬ 
ed,  in  bold  tones. 

“Come,  now.  Jack  Barry,  have  a  little  reason 
in  you,”  said  the  cunning  midshipman,  in  very 
plausible  tones  and  with  a  friendly  smile.  “You 
are  a  fine  young  fellow,  and  I  have  taken  a  lik¬ 
ing  to  you.” 

“That’s  more  than  I  have  to  you,  then,  by  a 
long  shot,  Mr.  Midshipman.” 

“But  you  will  like  me,  I  know,  when  you  know 
me  better.  Come,  Jack  Barry,  let  us  strike  a 
bargain.” 

“What  bargain  do  you  offer,  youngster?” 

“Give  me  Miss  Eva  Carroll,  or  tell  me  where  I 
can  find  her,  and  you  are  free.” 

“And  what  if  I  refuse?” 

“Then  I’ll  have  to  take  you  on  board  the  Petrel, 
where  Captain  Nixon  will  be  certain  to  flog  you 
within  an  inch  of  your  life,  and  string  you  up  on 
the  yardarm  after.”  , 

“Then  take  me  on  board,  youngster,  as  Jack 
Barry  can  die,  but,  hang  me,  if  he  will  ever  turn 
his  back  on  man  or  woman!” 


CHAPTER  IV. — As  Saucy  as  Ever. 

At  the  answer  he  received  the  young  midship¬ 
man  did  not  appear  to  be  at  all  disappointed. 

“That’s  right.  Jack  Barry,”  he  said.  “I  like 
you  all  the  better  for  sticking  to  your  friends. 
But  let  us  argue  a  little.” 

“Fire  ahead,  then,  with  what  you  have  to  say; 
but  don’t  spin  a  long  yarn.” 

“Will  you  give  me  your 'word  of  honor  to  keep 
a  secret,  if  I  confide  in  you?” 

“I  will,  if  the  keeping  of  it  don’t  harm  my 
friends.” 

“I  swear  that  it  won’t.” 

“Then  I  swear  to  keep  your  secret,  though  I 
don’t  trust  you  at  all.” 

“You’ll  change  your  mind  about  me  yet.  Jack; 
but  this  is  the  secret.  Eva  Carroll,  as  she  is  now 
called,  is  my  cousin,  and  I  love  her.  Captain  Nix¬ 
on  is  my  uncle,  but  he  is  an  old  scoundrel,  and  I 
hate  him.” 

“Do  you  want  to  mainy  her,  then?” 

‘  ^  love.  No,  I  swear  to  you, 

if  she  refuses  me.” 

“Then,  Mister  Midshipinan,  do  I  understand 
that  you  offer  me  life  and  freedom  if  I  put  you 
in  the  way  of  winning  the  young  lady  for  your¬ 
self  while  you  humbug  your  uncle?” 

“That’s  the  fair,  liberal  offer  I  make  you.  Jack 
Barry;  and  I  swear  to  you  that  I  will  not  trou¬ 
ble  you  or  her  brother  hei'eafter.  My  sole  pur¬ 
pose  is  to  baffle  my  rascally  uncle.” 

“Then  you  will  desert  the  sloop?” 

“I  Avill  send  in  my  resignation,  of  course,  and 
take  the  young  lady  to  Canada.  She  will  be  of 
age  in  a  few  months;  and  then  we  can  both  defy 
my  treacherous  uncle.” 

“Will  she  be  rich,  then?”  inquired  Jack,  with 
a  droll  smile. 
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“I  confess  that  she  will;  but  I  swear  to  you 
that  I  love  her  fox  Ker  owti  sake,  I’d  kill 
Captain  Nixon  before  I’ll  allow  him  to  force  her 
into  a  marriage.  What’s  your  answer  to  my 
argument,  Jack  Barry?” 

“Here  it  is,  you  treacherous  young  hound  I 
cried  a  fierce  voice  at  the  window  of  the  hut. 
“In  and  secure  tlie  pair  of  them,  lads!” 

“Betrayed!”  Pease  cried.  “Captain  Nixon,  Ill 
not  be  taken  alive.” 

“Give  me  a  chance  with  you,”  cried  Jack,  as  he 
raised  his  manacled  hands,  “and  we’ll  fight  to  the 
death  for  it.” 

The  midshipman  bent  down  and  slipped  the 
handcuffs  from  Jack’s  wrists,  and  he  was  erect 
again,  pistol  in  hand  and  facing  the  door,  as 
three  sailors  appeared  there.  Jack  sprang  to  his 
feet  and  drew  his  owm  pistols.  The  sailors  at  the 
door  were  armed -with  cutlasses,  but  they  drew 
back  on  being  confronted  by.  the  midshipman  and 
Jack.  They  could  hear  voices  outside  the  hut, 
but  Captain  Nixon  did  not  speak  aloud.  A  shrill 
whistle  was  soon  heard,  and  then  a  rough  voice 
cried  out: 

“The  captain  is  coming  to  guard  fhe  door,  and 
we’ll  take  the  mutineer.” 

“Mutineer!”  gasped  forth  the  young  midship¬ 
man.  “Good  heavens,  I  am  undone  now,  if  I  anl^ 
taken  alive!” 

“Stand  to  me,”  answered  Jack  Barry,  “and  you 
won’t  be  takep  alive  or  dead,  either.  He  was  lis¬ 
tening  at  the  window,  and  you  ane  undone,  any¬ 
way.  Be  a  man,  and  fighMt  now.” 

Then  Jack  Barry  dash^  suddenly  out  of  the. 
hut,  felling  two  sailors  with  his  huge  pistols,  and 
seizing  one  of  their  cutlasses  in  his  flight.  Alfred 
Peace  was  close  behind  Jack  in  the  dash,  and 
the  desperate  midshipman  struck  down  the  third 
sailor.  ^ 

“Ahoy  there,  lads  of  the  Petrel!  To  the  res¬ 
cue!  Down  with  the  mutineers!  Pursue  the 
dogs  and  take  them!”  shouted  Captain  Nixon. 

And  he  ran  along  in  pursuit  as  he  yelled.  Up 
from  the  beach  dashed  nine  or  ten  sailors,  all 
armed  \tith  cutlasses  and  pistols.  Jack  Barry 
drew  back  on  gaining  the  field  outside  the  wood, 
as  Alfred  Pease  was  not  able  to  keep  up  with 
him. 

“Press  on  all  sail,  lad,”  said  Jack,  .“and  we’ll 
not  have  to  fight  for  it.  They  are  pressing  on  us 
now.” 

They  crossed  a  road  up  from  the  river,  and 
then  darted  into  another  road.  Jack  and  his 
new  jfriend  pressed  on  through  the  wood,  keep¬ 
ing  along  the  line  of  the  river. 

“Do  you  know,  youngster,”  said  Jack,  “but  a 
notion  has  struck  me.” 

“What  is  it.  Jack?” 

“Let  us  into  this  river  path,  and  work  back  to 
secure  their  boat,  as  I  know  just  the  spot  they 
landed.” 

“Lead  on  and  I  am  with  you.  Jack.  Save  your¬ 
self,  if  it  comes  to  the  worst,  and  take  care  of 
Eva.” 

The  young  fugitives  made  for  the  river  path, 
and  then  turned  up,  while  their  pursuers  pressed 
on  after  them.  Jack  could  see  a  large  boat  at  a 
little  landing,  and  he  dragged  his  companion 
along,  as  he  said: 

“Another  spui-t  now,  and  the  boat  is  ours;  but 
look  to  the  pistols.” 

They  gained  the  boat  and  pushed  it  out  into  the 


stream.  Jack  Barry  was  the  first  to  get  his  oars 
out,  and  he  was  rowing  when  Captain  Nixon  and 
the  sailors  ran  down  to  the  landing. 

'  “Give  the  traitors  a  volley!”  cried  the  enraged 
officer,  as  he  fired  his  second  pistol. 

The  midshipman  was  pulling  at  the  time,  and 
he  gave  a  cry  of  pain  and  dropped  the  oars  as  he 
fell  forward. 

“Look  to  Eva,  Jack,”  he  gasped.  “I  am  done 
for  now.” 

Jack  Barry  plied  the  oars  with  intense  vigor, 
and  the  boat  shot  out  into  the  stream.  When 
they  were^out  of  range,  the  faithful  fellow  rest¬ 
ed  the  oafs  and  sprang  to  aid  his  new  friend;  but 
he  paused  a  moment  before  bending  down  and 
shook  his  clenched  fist  at  those  on  shore  as  he 
yelled: 

“Captain  Nixon,  it  was  you  who  shot  your  own 
nephew.  If  he  dies.  I’ll  have  your  life  for  Iris, 
and  don’t  forget  that  it  is  Jack  Barry  who  tells 
■you  so!”  " 


CHAPTER  V. — Another  Spy  at  Work. 

More  than  one  spy  was  after  young  Jack  Barry 
and  his  friends  that  day.  When  the  daring  lad 
sprang  out  of  the  sloop  with  Eva,  Captain  Nixon 
had  not  quite  recovered  from  the  shock  he  had 
received  when  Jack  hurled  him  against  the  sail¬ 
ors.  A  boat  was  put  out  in  search  of  the  fugi¬ 
tives,  but  Captain  Nixon  was  not  satisfied  with 
that  effort  only.  Calling  on  a  young  fellow  nam¬ 
ed  Bill  Crane,  who  was  acting  as  a  pow’der  mon¬ 
key,  the  officer  gave  him  certain  instructions, 
and  sent  him  on  shore  on  a  spying  mission.  Bill 
Crane  was  a  natural-born  spy,  and  he  was  at¬ 
tached  to  his  captain  out  of  self-interest.  The 
young  spy  spent  the  night  in  prowling  around  the 
taverns  along  the  river  side,  but  he  did  not  see 
much  to  benefit  himself  or  his  rascally  master. 
While  prowling  around  a  tavern  he  saw  an  old 
nfegro  entering  there,  and  he  soon  recognized  the 
old  fellow  as  Caleb  Colt.  Bill  Crane  was  then 
disguised  as  one  of  the  old  toughs  oi^that  time. 
He  soon  saw  the  old  salt  leaving  the  tavern  with 
a  parcel  of  provisions,  and  he  hastened  after  him, 
only  to  track  him  down  to  the  little  hut  in  the 
wood. 

When  Bill  Crane  reached  the  hut,  he  saw  two 
young  negroes  with  Caleb  Colt,  and  he  soon  rec¬ 
ognized  them  as  Jasper  and  Eva  Carroll,  who 
were  dressed  in  male  costume.  While  still  spying 
around  the  hut,  the  young'  rascal  saw  another 
old  sailor  approaching,  who  turned  out  to  be 
Jack  Barry  in  disguise. 

“We’ve  got  them  all  safe  now,”  muttered  Bill, 
as  he  stole  away  to  report  to  his  captain. 

Soon  after  nightfall  that  evening  Captain  Nix¬ 
on  put  out  from  the  sloop  in  the  yawl  with  over 
a  dozen  armed  men.  The  spy  was  with  them.  Old 
Caleb  Colt  was  very  uneasy  that  night,  and  he 
could  not  rest  in  the  hut.  Wjiile  taking  a  sri’oll 
down  to  the  riverside,  the  old  salt  perceived  a 
larga  boat  bearing  down,  and  he  watched  it  from 
a  hiding-place.  He  then  discovered  that  his  ene¬ 
mies  were  coming  for  them,  and  he  made  all 
haste  back  to  the  hut  to  warn  the  young  folks. 
Then  the  order  of  the  night  was  flight;  and  Caleb 
and  his  young  friends  left  the  hut  to  make  their 
way  down  the  riverside.  They  found  shelter  in 
an  old  building  which  had  been  used  as  a  mill; 
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and  then  Eva  remembered  that  Jack  Barry  .was 
liable  to  fail  into  a  trap.  The  old  sailor  volun¬ 
teered  to  hasten  back  to  warn  Jack,  and  he  cau¬ 
tioned  tlie  youn^  folks  against  venturing  forth 
from  their  shelter  until  he  returned.  On  reach¬ 
ing  the  landing,  Captain  Nixon  took  three  of  the 
sailors  and  the  spy  with  him  to  sui*prise  those  in 
the  hut.  Bill  Ci'ane  stole  on  ahead,  and  he  was 
soon  peering  in  at  the  little  window.  He  was 
surprised  on  seeing  Jack  Barry  lying  on  the  floor, 
\rith  MidsJiipman  Pease  standing  over  him,  but 
he  soon  became  aware  of  the  young  officer’s 
treachery,  and  he  warned  Captain  Nixon  of  the 
turn  of  atfairs.  That  enraged  officer  stole  to  the 
•^\indow  to  spy  for  himself,  when  he  heard  his 
nephew  plotting  vdth  Jack  Barry.  While  Cap¬ 
tain  Nixon  was  standing  at  the  window  Bill  Crane 
slipped  into  tlie  wood  in  search  of  old  Caleb  and 
the  young  folks. 

The  young  rascal  moved  about  like  one  trained 
to  Indian  warfare,  and  he  soon  spied  old  Caleb 
watching  the  hut.  The  spy  then  set  himself  to 
watch  the  old  sailor  in  turn,  and  he  kept  on  his 
track  when  Jack  and  the  midshipman  darted  away 
in  full  flight.  Old  Caleb  then  kept  on  after  the 
sailors,  and  Bill  Crane  kept  on  after  him.  The 
old  salt  saw  Jack  pushing  out  in  the  boat  with 
the  wounded  midshipman,  and  watched  it  until 
he  saw  Jack  seizing  the  oars  again  to  row  down 
the  river.  The  sailors  remained  at  the  landing 
■with  their  enraged  captain,  as  if  uncertain  what 
to  do.  Old  Caleb  Colt  ran  along  tlie  riverside  on 
a  line  with  the  boat,  looking  back  now  and  then 
to  see  that  he  was  not  pursued.  On  reaching  the 
old  mill,  and  believing  that  their  enemies  were 
going  the  other  way  toward  the  city,  Caleb  hail¬ 
ed  the  boat  and  called  on  Jack  Barry  to  land. 
Jack  obeyed,  as  he  was  delighted  to  see  the  old 
fellow  again. 

Midshipman  Pease  had  received  an  ugly  wound 
in  the  left  breast,  but  he  was  not  helpless.  They 
managed  to  get  him  on  shore  and  into  the  old 
mill.  And  Caleb  Colt  ha'stened  to  dress  the  ugly 
wound. 

“It  is  well  we  have  the  boat,”  said  Jack  Barry, 
“as  we  can  push  up  to  my  ship  now,  and  we’ll  be 
all  safe  there  until  morning.” 

“To  be  sure,”  answered  the  old  sailor,  “as  the 
midshipman  wants  nursing  badly.  What  in  thun¬ 
der  is  that?” 

A  rush  of  feet  was  heard,  together  with  the 
clashing  of  arms,  and  Captain  Nixon  and  the 
sailors  suddenly  appeared  before  them,  led  on  by 
a  spy. 

“Cover  them,  lads!”  cried  the  jubilant  officer, 
“and  fire  when  I  give  the  word:  but  don’t  aim  at 
the  young  lady.  Surrender,  you  do^s  or  we’ll 
show  you  no  mercy!” 


CHAPTER  VL— Gallant  Jack’s  Luck. 

One  of  the  foremost  sailors  carried  a  lantern, 
end  Jack  aimed  at  the  light.  His  aim  was  good, 
as  the  bullet  .struck  the  lantern  and  shattered  it, 
the  light  going  out  after  one  fitful  flash.  It 
I  wa  very  dark  in  the  old  building,  and  Jack 
Harry  and  hi:  friends  were  at  the  farther  end  of 
it,  ith  Eva  crouching  behind  her  protectors. 
>  Six  or  ..even  of  the  .sailors  advanced  in  the  dark¬ 


ness  with  Captain  Nixon,  the  cunning  spy  re¬ 
treating  to  the  door  with  three  others. 

“Surrender,  you  rascals,  or  we’ll  show  you  no 
mercy!”  cried  the  officer.  “Eva,  if  you  do  not 
come  to  me  willingly,  your  father  will  perish  on 
the  scaffold.” 

There  was  no  answer  to  the  demand,  and  the 
sailors  advanced  cautiously,  some  of  them  stum¬ 
bling  over  the  rough  flooring.  Jack  stood  in 
front  of  his  friends,  and  facing  his  foes,  as  the 
latter  advanced.  The  reckless  youth  still  re¬ 
tained  the  cutlass  he  had  secured  in  the  former 
stniggle,  and  he  held  it  before  him,  as  if  to  fell 
the  first  of  the  foe.  The  fugitives  scarcely 
breathed  as  their  foes  advanced  on  them,  and 
Jack  could  hear  the  shuffling  of  the  feet  draw¬ 
ing  closer  and  closer. 

“The  rascals  must  have  slipped  out  somehow,” 
cried  Captain  Nixon.  “Look  sharp  out  there,  you 
Bill  CraneJ” 

At  that  instant  Jack  Barry  felt  a  poke  at  his 
weapon. 

“We’ve  got  them!”  cried  the  sailor,  whose  cut¬ 
lass  had  touched  Jack’s. 

“So  you  have!”  cried  Jack,  as  he  struck  out  in 
front  of  him.  “Fight  like  tigers,  my  brave  boys, 
and  no  surrender.” 

The  dashing  fellow  cleared  a  way  before  him 
by  knocking  down  two  of  the  sailors’  in  front,  and 
he  made  for  the  door.  Young  Jasper  Carroll  was 
close  behind  him,  and  the  young  deserter  used  a 
heavy  club  vdth  good  effect  as  he  followed  his 
friend.  The  desperate  midshipman  could  not 
strike  out,  but  he  followed  with  nimble  steps,  and 
close  after  him  was  Eva.  The  brave  girl  pushed 
on  _  after  her  friends,  all  moving  in  single  file, 
while  old  Caleb  Colt  was  in  the  rear,  and  strik¬ 
ing  to  the  right  and  left  with  the  large  pistol  he 
had  secured. 

“Guard  the  door!”  yelled  Captain  Nixon,  as  he 
used  his  sword  at  random. 

The  order  was  given  too  late,  as  Jack  Bai’ry 
had  then  gained  the  opening.  One  of  the  'sailors 
was  running  back  from  the  side  of  the  old  build¬ 
ing  when  Jack  met  him,  knocked  the  cutlass  from 
his  grasp,  and  sent  him  reeling  to  the  ground. 

“On  to  the  wood  with  us  now!”  cried  the  dar¬ 
ing  rogue,  as  he  fell  back  to  gnard  Eva.  “Push 
on,  midshipman,  and  we’ll  cover  the  retreat.” 

Jack  Barry  and  his  friends  gained  the  wood, 
^l]6n  the  midshipman  drew  up,  gasping  forth: 

“I’m  done  for.  Jack  Barry.  Miss  Eva,  go  on 
with  your  brother  and  escape  from  the  scoun¬ 
drel.” 

“Nonsense!”  answered  Jack,  as  he  grasped  the 
wounded  lad’s  arm.  “Bear  a  hand,  old  fellow, 
and  we’ll  take  him  along.  I  feel  that  I  am  in 
luck  to-night,  and  we’ll  all  get  away.” 

After  traveling  a  short  distance.  Jack  said  to 
his  friends: 

“What  do  you  say,’  lads,  if  we  steer  for  the 
boat  again?” 

“A  good  move,”  answered  the  old  salt;  “and  we 
can  do  it  by  skirting  up  here  and  then  steering 
a  bold  course  for  the  sho’'e.  But  there’s  certain 
to  be  some  of  them  there.” 

On  reaching  a  certain  point,  old  Caleb  led  the 
way  out  of  the  wood,  and  they  all  made  a  dash 
for  the  fiverside.  The  wounded  midshipman 
made  a  last  effort,  and  he  did  not  lag  beliind. 
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Two  sailors  onlv  were  guarding  the  boat  as  the 

fugitives  dashed  at  it.  /.  -i 

“Who  comes  there?”  demanded  one  of  the  sail¬ 
ors,  as  he  presented  liis  cutlass.  _  . 

“Jack  Barry  and  friends!”  cried  the  daring 
young  leader,  as  he  sprang  at  the  sailors  mth 
his  cutlass,  “and  down  you  go!” 

The  two  sailors  were  soon  overpowered  and 
flung  on  shore;  and  nil  the  fugitives  hastened  into 
the  boat,  ^e  wounded  midshipman  falling  sense¬ 
less  in\the  stem.  Then  the  boat  put  And 
gallant  ^ack  had  luck  on  his  side  that  night. 

Under  his  guidance  Eva  Carroll  was  able  to 
reach  Mr.  Meredith’s  counti-y  house,  where  she 
assumed  another  disguise.  The  wounded  midship¬ 
man  was  also  placed  in  a  safe  hiding-place  on 
shore.  The  old  salt  and  Jasper  CaiToll  were  re¬ 
ceived  on  board  the  Black  Prince  and  stowed 
away  in  a  private  locker.  Captain  Nixon  and  a 
strong  force  of  sailors  boarded  the  merchant  ves¬ 
sel  early  on  the  following  morning,  when  they 
were  received  by  the  first  mate,  who  was  a  rough, 
gi’ay-bearded  old  sailor.  The  old  mate  led  them 
through  every  portion  of  the  vessel  they  sought 
to  search  in,  assuring  Captain  Nixon  that  neither 
Jack  Barry  nor  the  deserters  were  on  board. 

“I  never  want  to  set  eyes  on  that  rascal  again, 
captain,”  said  the  old  man,  “and  I  expect  to  hear 
of  his  being  strung  up  when  we  return.” 

“You  may  swear  that  I’ll  string  him  up,”  an¬ 
swered  the  baffled  officer,  “and  I’ll  find  him  if  I 
had  to  follow  him  into  the  back  woods.” 

The  Black  Prince  sailed  dovui  the  river  that 
day;  and  the  old  mate  worked  away  ’with  his  crew 
until  they  reached  the  Delaware  Breakwater  on 
the  following  evening.  Then  Jack  Barry  flung 
off  his  disguise.  The  Black  Prince  reached  Lon¬ 
don  in  safety,  and  Jack  Bari-y  was  acting  as 
first  mate.  The  good  ship  was  delayed  on  the 
return  voyage;  and  when  she  did  put  into  Phila¬ 
delphia  all  was  excitement  in  that  city.  And  so 
it  was  all  over  the  country.  Bunker  Hill  had 
told  its  story;  the  Minute  Men  were  arriving  at 
all  points;  English  cruisers  were  playing  havoc 
along  the  American  coast;  ^nd  Yankee  privateers 
were  fitting  out.  ' 

Captain  Nixon  of  the  Petrel  was  still  stationed 
on  the  Delaware  River  when  the  war  broke  out, 
but  he  took  his  sloop  down  the  bay  soon  after, 
and  sailed  to  Jamestown,  in  the  hope  of  captur¬ 
ing  Eva  Carorll’s  father.  Jack  Bariy  and  his 
friends  were  compelled  to  remain  idle  for  some 
months,  as  the  river  was  frozen  over,  but  they 
were  on  the  alert  in. early  spring,  when  the  pa¬ 
triotic  old  merchant  fitted  out  two  small  vessels 
as  warships.  In  the  meantime  Eva  Carroll  start¬ 
ed  down  to  Virginia  to  find  her  father,  Mr.  Mere¬ 
dith  supplying  her  with  funds.  Bill  Crane  re¬ 
mained  in  Philadelphia  to  spy  on  Midshipman 
Pease  and  Jack  Barry,  and  he  had  his  hands  full 
for  the  time. 


CHAPTER  VII. — Jack  Afloat  Again. 

One  evening  in  early  spring  a  small  sloop 
bailed  down  the  Delaware  River  and  came  to  an¬ 
chor  in  a  creek  above  Wilmington.  Several  Eng¬ 
lish  warships  were  then  cruising  along  the  coast 
and  up  the  river,  destroying  American  traders, 
attacking  towns  and  villages  and  playing  the 
mischief  in  general.  Captain  Nixon  still  com¬ 


manded  the  Petrel,  and  he  was  one  of  the  most 
relentless  enemies  the  Americans  had  to  deal  . 
with.  The  English  officer  had  failed  in  finding 
Eva’s  father  at  Jamestown,  but  he  had  received 
information  that  the  blind  old  sailor  was  making  * 
his  way  toward  Philadelphia  by  land,  •  accompa¬ 
nied  by  a  negro  lad.  Jack  Barry  was  afloat  'with 
his  friends  in  the  sloop  mentioned,  and  he  also 
swore  that  he  would  meet  his  enemy  ere  long. 

The  sloop  carried  only  one  long  gun  and  a  six- 
pounder;  but  Jack  Barry  had  fifty  rattling^sail- 
ors  under  him,  armed  with  pistols,  muskets,  and 
cutlasses.  Before  reaching  Wilmington  that  eve¬ 
ning,  he  received  two  important  items  of  news 
from  friends  and  a  spy  on  shore.  He  did  intend 
to  sail  on  downj,the  river  that  night,  but  the  ne'ws 
thus  received  caused  him  to  push  into  the  creek. 

“We  must  take  the  Petrel  and  destroy  her,”  ho 
said  to  his  officers,  “before  we  can  venture  do'wn 
the  river.” 

Jasper  Carroll  and  old  Caleb  Colt  were  sent 
into  Wilmington  in  search  of  Eva  and  her  father, 
and  they  retumed  about  nine  o’clock  tcw-report 
that  the  old  blind  man  was  too  weak  to  proceed 
on  the  journey,  while  his  devoted  daughter  would 
not  desert  him.  Captain  Nixon  would  not  ven¬ 
ture  to  pass  the  American  fort  below  the  city, ; 
but  he  could  send  a  raiding  party  on  shore  to 
capture  the  old  invalid  and  his  daughter. 

“Where  is  your  father  stopping  now?”  asked 
Jack  Barry. 

“At  a  tavem  below  the  city;  and  it  will  be 
death  to  him  to  move.” 

After  consulting  with  some  friends  on  shore, 
the  young  captain  made  dovm  the  river  in  small 
boats,  keeping  close  to  the  right  bank.  Jasper 
Carroll  and  old  Caleb  returned  to  the  tavern  to  , 
keep  watch.  The  old  fugitive  was  disguised  as  ' 
an  old  woman,  and  his  devoted  daughter  appeared 
as  ,  a  colored  boy.  Soon  after  ten  o’clock  that 
night  an  old  sailor  appeared  at  the  tavem,  which 
was  called  the  Blue  Hen’s  Chicken,  and  he  soon 
gave  out  that  he  had  just  deserted  from  the  Eng¬ 
lish.  sloop-of-war.  That  old  sailor  was  Captain 
Nixon’s  spy.  Bill  Crane,  and  he  was  on  the  look-  ' 
out  for  Eva  and  her  father. 

When  Jasper  Carroll  and  old  Caleb  retumed  to 
the  tavem,  the  old  blind  invalid  was  sound  asleep, 
and  Eva  was  watching  over  him.  The  spy  had  : 
just  left,  having  made  an  important  discovery. 
Captain  Nixon  landed  below  the  fort,  under  cover  ' 
of  the  darkness,  with  over  thirty  armed  men,  and 
they  awaited  the  spy  in  a  small  wood.  When  the 
spy  made  his  report,  Captain  Nixon  was  delight¬ 
ed,  and  he  set  his  men 'in  motion  in  twos  and 
threes,  saying: 

“Make  for  the  tavem  and  await  my  signal  to 
rush  in.” 

And  they  all  stole  away,  led  on  by  the  spy. 

Jasper  was  then  watching  over  his  father  with 
Eva,  and  the  old  sailor  was  keeping  guard  out¬ 
side,  while  the  tavem  was  almost  deserted.  The 
tavern  keeper  was  about  to  close  up  for  the  night 
when  two  strangers  entered.  One  of  them  was 
Bill  Crane  and  the  other  was  Captain  Nixon, 
both  dressed  as  common  sailors  in  the  merchant 
seiwice. 

“I  hear  you  have  a  eick  old  woman  stopping^  ^ 
here,”  said  the  officer. 

“Yes,  we  have,”  answered  the  tavern  keeper,  v 
“and  I  reckon  she  won’t  live  till  morning.”  * 
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‘‘I’d  like  to  see  her,  as  I  think  she’s  a  friend  of 
mine.” 

“Then  come  this  way.” 

Jasper  and  his  sister  were  sitting  at  their  fa¬ 
ther’s  bedside  when  the  landlord  opened  the  door, 
saying; 

“Here’s  a  stranger  as  says  he’s  a  friend  of 
yours,  young  fellows.” 

Captain  Nixon  cast  one  glance  only  on  the  in¬ 
valid,  when  he  turned  and  presented  a  pistol  at 
Jasper,  as  he  cried:  * 

“Hands  up,  youngster,  as  you  are  my  prisoner 
now.  Give  the  signal.  Bill,  as  we’ve  got  them 
fast  this  trip.” 

The  spy  gave  the  sigmal,  and  the  English  sail¬ 
ors  flocked  into  the  tavern.  Another  signal  was 
then  heard  outside.  A  cry  of  terror  escaped  from 
Eva  as  she  recognied  the  wretch  who  was  hunt¬ 
ing  her  father  down,  while  she  ciied: 

“Oh,  misery,  they  will  not  let  my  poor  father 
die  in  peace!” 

“He  is  dead  now,”  said  Jasper,  grasping  his 
father’s  hand.  “Captain  Nixon,  you  hunted  him 
to  death,  but  I  am  alive  yet,  and  I  wjll  pay  you 
for  your  vile  work.  My  father  was  an  innocent 
man  and  you  knew  it.” 

“That  is  all  bosh!”  cried  the  plotting  rascal, 
“and  I  don’t  believe  he’s  dead.  My  lads,  help 
yourselves  here,  and  bring  these  youngsters  along 
with  us.  Set  fire  to  all  the  buildings  near,  and 
give  the  Yankees  something  to  remember  us.” 

The  tavern  was  plundered  in  short  order,  the 
English  sailors  working  as  if  out  on  a  big  spree, 
and  taking  good  care  uot  to  cry  out  as  if  ene¬ 
mies.  Having  placed  the  girl  and  her  brother  in 
charge  of  his  men.  Captain  Nixon  hastened  back 
to  the  bedroom.  The  old  blind  invalid  had  disap¬ 
peared  suddenly.  The  tavern  was  then  set  on  fire. 

Up  to  that  time  the  tavern  keeper  did  not 
suspect  that  he  had  to  deal  with  English  enemies 
from  the  sloop-of-war,  but  the  alarm  was  raised 
when  other  buildings  around  were  served  in  a 
similar  manner.  Captain  Nixon  was  fearfully 
enraged  at  the  mysterious  escape  of  the  old  blind 
man  and  the  prisoners  were  rejoiced.  They  were 
hurried  along  the  road  at  the  first  alarm,  and 
they  soon  reached  the  creek,  where  the  English 
had  left  their  boats  in  charge  of  a  small  party 
of  sailors  from  the  sloop.  Exclamations  of  sur¬ 
prise  escaped  from  Captain  Nixon  on  perceiving 
that  the  boats  had  disappeared  with  his  men. 

“What  can  this  mean?”  he  cried,  as  he  stared 
along  the  creek. 

He  then  felt  certain  that  Americans  had  seized 
his  boats,  and  he  could  only  signal  to  the  sloop 
for  aid.  On  reaching  a  point  near  the  turn  of 
the  river,  and  from  whence  they  could  signal  to 
the  sloop,  the  English  captain  and  his  men  heard 
warlike  cries  from  the  water,  and  they  were  then 
aware  that  their  ship  was 'attacked. 

“Thunder  and  furies!”  cried  the  enraged  cap¬ 
tain,  “the  Yankees  are  attacking  the  sloop,  and 
I  not  on  board  to  defend  it!” 


CHAPTER  VIII. — How  Jack  Worked  It. 

On  .starting  out  from  his  own  sloop  that  night. 
Captain  Jack  Barry  did  not  imagine  that  Captain 
Nixon  would  land  so  large  a  force  for  the  pur¬ 
pose  of  taking  Eva  and  her  blind  father.  While 


Jasper  and  old  Caleb  were  hastening  to  the  tav¬ 
ern  along  the  road.  Captain  Barry  pushed  do\vn 
to  the  to\vn  in  his  boats  and  landed  at  a  dock. 
He  was  soon  reinforced  by  about  forty  gallant 
men  from  the  place,  making  about  eighty  in  all 
to  attack  the  sloop.  On  reaching  the  creek  where 
Captain  Nixon  had  left  his  boats,  the  keen-eyed 
young  sailor  perceived  three  or  four  of  the  Eng¬ 
lish  seamen  lounging  around,  and  he  detect^ 
their  boats  soon  ^ter.  Calling  on  those  behind 
him  to  keep  silent,  and  suspecting  who  the  stran¬ 
gers  were.  Jack  Barry  made  up  his  mind  to  cap¬ 
ture  tliem.  He  then  landed  a  small  force  above 
the  creek,  and  the  Americans  stole  on  the  Eng¬ 
lish  and  captured  them  with  little  resistance. 

From  some  Avords  dropped  by  the  prisoners,  as 
well  as  the  boats  used,  the  young  captain  judged 
that  Captain  Nixon  was  on  shore  with  a  strong 
party.  One  of  the  prisoners  was  a  native  of 
Maine,  who  had  been  impressed  into  the  English 
service,  and  he  Avas  only  too  glad  to  give  infor¬ 
mation  to  the  Americans.  The  othei:  prisoners 
were  sent  to  the  fort;  and  Captain  Barry  pushed 
on  dovm  the  river  with  the  English  boats.  They 
were  not  ndticed  by  the  English  on  board  the 
sloop  until  they  pushed  out  from  the  bank,  and 
even  then  the  officer  in  command  at  the  time  be¬ 
lieved  them  to  be  his  OAvn  friends  returning  with 
prisoners.  Yet  he  was  on  the  alert,  as"  the  Amer¬ 
icans  along  the  river  were  becoming  active  and 
dangerous  in  retaliating. 

“Who  comes  there?”  cried  the  English  officer, 
as  the  boats  ndai’ed  the  sloop. 

“Give  way,  lads,  and  gain  the  deck  before  they 
can  use  their  big  guns,”  said  Barry  to  his  men 
in  the  foremost  boat. 

Then  the  boats  pushed  ahead  and  soon  coming 
alongside  the  sloop,  the  men  boarded  the  vessel. 
The  struggle  was  short  and  decisive,  but  the 
Americans  were  soon  in  possession  of  the  vessel. 
Captain  Ban-y  and  his  men  plundered  the  sloop 
in  all  haste,  set  fire  to  her  in  several  places,  push¬ 
ed  the  prisoners  into  the  boats,  and  then  beat  a 
retreat,  with  the  loss  of  only  two  men.  When 
Captain  Barry  landed  Avith  his  men  and  heard 
of  the  attack  on  the  tavern,  he  cried: 

“Old  Caleb  Colt  is  not  asleep,  and  we  will  soon 
hear  from  him.  Press  on  doAAm  the  road  here, 
and  we’ll  have  a  crack  at  the  rascals  before'  the 
other  boats  can  land  for  them.” 

The  Americans  pressed  on  doAAm  the  road  after 
Captain  Nixon,  Avho  was  signalling  to  the  frigate 
and  raving  like  a  madman  at  the  loss  of  his  OAvn 
sloop.  The  frigate’s  boats  Avere  putting  in  beloAV 
the  creek,  and  Captain  Nixon  and  his  men  aAvait- 
ed  them  on  the  bank  of  the  river.  Captain  Barry 
had  just  crossed  the  creek  at  the  head  of  his  men 
when  old  Caleb  appeared  before  him,  crying: 

“They’ve  got  the  gal  and  the  lad.  Captain  Bar¬ 
ry,^  but  we  saved  the  old  blind  man.” 

“Then  push  on,  lads,  and  AA^e’ll  save  the  young¬ 
sters  also,  as  I  feel  in  my  bones  that  I’ll  get  a 
crack  at  their  enemy  to-night.” 


CHAPTER  IX.— Saucy  Jack  Keeps  It  Up. 

Captain  Nixon  was  in  a  fever  cvf  rage  and  ex¬ 
citement  Avhen  he  heard  the  conflict  going  on  on 
his  OAA'n  vessel,  Avhile  he  was  powerless  to  take 
part  in  it.  He  was  noAV  in  a  fearful  frame  oij 
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mind,  and  he  turned  on  Jasper  Carroll,  as  he 
asked : 

“Did  you  know,  you  young  rascal,  that  there 
was  to  be  an  attack  on  my  sloop?” 

“Certainly  I  did,”  ^yas  the  candid  answer. 

“What  scoundrel  of  a  Yankee  planned  and  led 
the  attack?” 

“The  young  sailor  you  know  as  Jack  Barry. 
He  rescued  my  sister  from  your  clutches  before, 
you  tyrant,  and  he  will  do  it  again.” 

“Silence,  you  young  renegade,  or  I  will  have 
you  flogged  before  you  are  hung.” 

Jasper  was  desperate  over  the  supposed  death 
of  his  blind  father,  and  he  fearlessly  retorted: 

“I  am  not  a  renegade,  as  I  was  bom  in  Amer¬ 
ica,  and  I  despise  you  and  your  tyrant  flag.  You 
can  kill  me  but  once;  and  Captain  Jack  Barry 
will  avenge  me.” 

Some  of  the  English  boats  were  then  moving 
in  to  the  right  bank,  and  Captain  Nixon  hailed 
the  officer  in  charge.  He  was  so  mortified  that 
he  could  not  give  a  clear  account  of  himself  and 
his  men,  and  he  only  said  that  they  were  on 
shore  on  a  raid  for  provisions  when  the  sloop-of- 
war  was  attacked  by  an  overwhelming  force  of 
Yankees.  The  English  on  shore  embarked  in  the 
boats  from  the  frigate,  taking  their  two  prison¬ 
ers  with  them,  just  as  Jack  Barry  and  his  friends 
appeared  along  the  road  in  pursuit.  The  Yankees 
did  not  care  to  fire  on  the  retreating  boats,  fear¬ 
ing  to  hit  the  young  girl,  and  the  stmggle  was 
over — for  the  time.  Captain  Nixon  was  soon  in 
deep  consultation  with  the  commander  of  the  fri¬ 
gate,  whose  name  was  Dav:son,  and  Eva  was  soon 
after  introduced  into  the  cabin.  A  careful  look¬ 
out  was  kept  in  the  meantime,  as  the  English 
feared  another  attack  dtiring  the  night.  In  or¬ 
der  to  retrieve  his  honor  a  little  for  the  loss  of 
his  sloop,  Captain  Nixon  proposed  an  attack  on 
Wilmin^on  by  land. 

Bill  Crane  had  remained  on  shore  to  spy,  and 
he  soon  returned  with  the  news  that  the  small 
Yankee  privateer  commanded  by  Jack  Barry  was 
lying  in  the  creek  above  the  city.  It  was  then 
proposed  to  land  a  strong  force  from  the  frigate, 
and  while  some  of  the  sailors  were  making  a 
show  to  attack  the  fort  and  the  suburbs,  a  strong 
body  under  Captain  Nixon  could  move  around  to 
the  creek  and  destroy  the  privateer.  And  the 
movement  was  made  with  great  spirit.  Jack  Bar¬ 
ry  was  in  a  restless  frame  of  mind  when  he 
found  that  the  young  lady  and  her  brother  were 
taken  on  board  the  frigate.  And  so  was  Alfred 
Pease.  After  consulting  for  some  time,  Jack  hit 
on  a  veiy  daring  plan  of  action.  They  both  went 
around  among  the  English  prisoners  taken  that 
night  and  selected  two  old  fellows  to  study  from. 
Each  of  the  old  salts  was  known  to  the  former 
midshipman,  who  rigged  up  Jack  and  himself  to 
represent  them.  They  then  started  out  in  their 
disguises.  On  reaching  a  point  near  the  frigate, 
the  daring  young  men  plunged  into  the  river  and 
swam  out  toward  her.  Just  as  Jack  was  about  to 
hail  the  ship  he  noticed  several  sailors  moving 
quietly  down  to  the  boats  at  her  side,  and  he 
caught  his  companion  by  the  arm  as  he  whis¬ 
pered  : 

“Dive  quietly  and  turn  back  to  shore  on  your 
life,  Alf,  as  they  are  up  to  some  bold  stroke  that 
we  must  block.” 

They  were  both  excellent  swimmers,  and  they 


soon  reached  the  bank  again  without  attracting 
any  attention. 

“They  are  going  to  attack  the  fort  to  rescue 
the  prisoners,”  said  Alfred. 

“Then  you  steer  straight  back  to  warn  the 
boys,”  responded  Jack,  “and  I’ll  watch  here  from 
under  the  bank  a  while.” 

Alf  Pease  started  away  to  give  a  silent  alarm, 
and  Jack  v/aited  to  play  the  spy.  The  daring  fel¬ 
low  used  his  ears  as  well  as  his  eyes,  and  he  soon 
learned  that  the  principal  object  of  the  expedi¬ 
tion  was  to  capture  his  own  sloop  and  crew. 

While  the  English  were  busy  in  forming  and 
setting  out  for  the  attacks  Jack  slipped  out  of  his 
hiding-place  and  made  for  the  little  city.  The 
patriots,  being  warned  by  Alfred  Pease,  were  on 
the  alert,  and  they  were  prepared  to  give  the 
enemy  a  warm  reception.  Collecting  his  own 
men  and  some  brave  fishermen,  Jack  hastened  to 
his  own  little  sloop,  which  was  called  the  Firefly. 
The  little  vessel  moved  silently  out  of  the  creek 
and  over  to  the  Jersey  shore  with  boats  ahead 
towing  her.  As  they  glided  along  opposite  the 
fort,  a  rattling  of  musketry  could  be  heard  on 
the  outskirts,  and  Jack  said  to  Paul  Jones: 

“The  boys  are  giving  it  to  them  over  there  now, 
and  we’ll  soon  he  at  it.” 

“Would  it  not  be  best,”  responded  Paul  Jones, 
“to  secure  their  boats  before  we  attack  the  fri¬ 
gate  ?  ” 

“Right  you  are,  my  boy.  You  take  the  yawl 
with  twenty  of  the  lads,  and  away  for  the  boats, 
while  we  keep  on  down.  No,  no!  Come  to  think 
of  it.  Pease  knows  the  spot  where  the  boats  are, 
and  I’ll  send  him.  We’ll  have  at  the  frigate  at 
the  same  time.” 

The  orders  for  the  advance  were  given,  Alfred 
Pease  pushed  off  to  attack  the  boats  of  the  en¬ 
emy,  and  the  sloop  kept  on  to  strike  the  frigate. 
In  the  meantime  it  was  evident,  from  the  sounds 
on  shore,  that  the  English  were  catching  it  on 
the  outslarts.  The  Yankee  sloop  still  kept  close 
in  on  the  Jersey  shore,  and  it  was  not  noticed  by 
the  enemy.  When  the  Firefly  was  below  the 
frigate  the  privateers  on  board  could  hear  the 
sounds  of  a  conflict  below,  followed  by  signal 
rockets  from  the  English  on  shore.  Leaving  only 
four  men  on  the  little  sloop.  Captain  Jack  Barry 
and  his  gallant  crew  moved  out  from  the  Jersey 
coast  in  the  boats,  all  steering  for  the  frigate. 


CHAPTER  X. — A  Drawn  Battle. 

Up  to  that  point  gallant  Jack  Barry’s  plans 
v/orked  admirably.  Being  warned  by  Alfred 
Pease,  the  minute  men  assembled  in  force  to  de¬ 
fend  their  homes,  and  the  trouble  was  that  they 
opened  on  the  advancing  enemy  too  soon.  The 
privateers  in  the  large  yawl  were  making  a  dash 
for  the  boats  at  the  same  time.  Then  it  was  a 
race  for  it.  The  Yankee  boatmen  hoped  to  sur¬ 
prise  the  English  guarding  the  boats,  but  the 
latter  were  on  the  alert  and  opened  fire.  They 
sent  up  signals  to  the  frigate  also.  Pease  and  his 
daring  sailors  retinned  the  fire,  and  made  a  dash 
for  the  boats  without  knowing  that  the  retreat¬ 
ing  enemies  were  so  close,  although  they  could 
hear  the  shots  of  the  patriot  pursuers. 

The  frigate  was  then  sending  up  rockets  and 
signals  and  firing  at  the  fort.  By  the  glare  of 
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the  rocket?  the  English  on  the  ship  perceived 
Captain  Jack  Barry’s  boats  advancing  from  the 
Jersey  shore,  and  a  hot  fire  was  directed  against 
them.  The  same  light  showed  the  privateers  that 
•^eir  yawl  was  pushing  out  into  the  stream,  with 
the  English  boats  following,  as  if  in  pursuit  of 
their  friends.  Jack  Barry  saw  tliat  the  bold 
game  was  up  for  that  night,  and  he  ordered  a 
retreat  to  the  little  sloop.  On  reaching  the  deck. 
Jack  Barry  fired  his  large  gun  in  defiance  and 
hoisted  sail  to  put  down  the  river.  The  frigate 
ursued  a  short  distance  only,  as  Captain  Dawson 
ad  to  look  to  the  large  party  still  on  shore  un¬ 
der  Captain  Nixon. 

Gallant  Jack  Barry  was  a  regular  dare-devil 
in  action,  yet  he  had  sound  common  sense  in  his 
calmer  moments.  The  sloop  had  been  fitted  by 
his  old  friends  for  the  purpose  of  retaliating  on 
the  English  by  attacking  their  merchant  ships, 
and  he  felt  that  he  had  no  right  to  risk  capture 
by  attempting  almost  impossible  adventures. 
Having  weighed  the  whole  matter  over  in  his 
mind,  the  good-hearted  young  sailor  addressed 
young  Pease,  saying: 

“My  boy,  I’d  give  two  fingers  off  my  right 
hand  to  rescue  our  friends,  but,  hang  me,  if  I 
can  see  any  way  to  xlo  it  now.  If  we  had  the 
night  before  us  again  I’d  tiy  the  game  we  pro¬ 
posed.” 

“Would  you  consent  to  let  me  try  it  alone,  cap¬ 
tain  ?  ” 

“I  can't.  When  daylight  comes  the  frigate  will 
put  dovTi  after  us,  and  we’ll  be  very  lucky  if  we 
don’t  find  other  dogs  barking  in  our  way  also. 
I  know  you’d  be  willing  to  die  for  the  girl,  but 
we  can’t  help  her  just  now.” 

After  consulting  with  Paul  Jones,  who  was 
always  ready  for  daring  adventures,  it  was  de¬ 
cided  to  put  into  another  creek  lower  down  before 
daylight,  and  to  send  messengers  into  Wilming¬ 
ton  to  find  out  about  Captain  Nixon  and  his 
party.  Jack  Bairy  selected  old  Caleb  Colt  and 
Alfred  Pease  as  the  messengers,  and  he  also  con¬ 
cluded  to  trj’-  his  own  hand  in  the  venture,  as  he 
was  a  restless  being.  After  resting  a  few  hours, 
the  three  friends  started  out  from  the  sloop  dis¬ 
guised  as  old  farmers.  They  reached  the  city 
about  nine  o’clock  in  the  morning,  wh^en  they 
could  perceive  the  English  frigate  at  anchor  some 
distance  below  the  fort.  The  patriots  in  the  town 
bad  not  seen  anything  of  Captain  Nixon’s  party, 
and  they  concluded  tha);  they  must  have  escaped 
to  the  frigate  by  seizing  boats  in  the  upper  creek. 
Volunteers  were  then  called  for,  and  Jack  ^arry 
mustered  over  fifty  armed  men  to  go  out  in 
search  of  the  English.  The  destruction  of  the 
English  sloop-of-war  made  a  hero  of  the  young 
captain,  and  he  was  highly  praised  on  all  sides. 
Before  Captein  Jgj^  started  out  with  his  friends 
an  Irish  sailor,  who  had  deserted  from  the  Eng- 
li.sh  frigate  that  morning,  gave  him  important 
information.  Captain  Dawson  and  his  party  had 
not  yet  returned  to  the  frigate.  Alfred  Pease 
held  as^  a  prisoner,  and  he  was  not  to  be 
tried  until  Captain  Nixon’s  return.  On  leaving 
the  frigate  on  the  previous  night  Captain  Nixon 
had  taken  the  young  negro  lad  with  him  as  a 
nsoner,  and  it  was  rumored  on  board  that  the 
la/'k  boy  was  a  young  lady  in  disguise.  Taking 
th<-'  Iri:;h  sailor  with  them,  the  party  set  out  to- 
war'’!  the  creek.  The  deserter  also  reported  that 
Captain  Nixon  ha^l  about  sixty  men  under  him, 


and  that  the  frigate  would  remain  below  Wil¬ 
mington  until  he  was  heard  from.  On  reaching 
the  creek,  a  trace  of  the  English  was  discovered. 
An  old  negi‘0  reported  that  wliile  out  hunting  on 
tlie  previous  night  he  had  noticed  a  party  of 
sailors  marching  along  on  the  road  to  Philadel¬ 
phia,  and  that  two  of  them  were  riding  horses. 

“We’ll  push  along  the  road,  then,”  said  Captain 
Jack,  “and  I’ll  wager  we’re  on  the  trail.” 


CHAPTER  XI. — Captain  Nixon’s  Bold  Move. 

When  Captain  Nixon  left  the  English  boats 
that  night  he  had  over  sixty  able  seamen  under 
his  command.  And  he  did  take  Eva  along  as  a 
prisoner,  the  young  girl  being  still  disguised  as  a 
negro.  Captain  Nixon  "was  in  h  desperate  frame 
of  mind  over  the  loss  of  his  vessel,  and  he  men¬ 
tally  swore  that  he  would  not  return  to  the  fri¬ 
gate  or  to  active,  open  service  in  the  English 
navy  until  he  had  performed  some  deed  of  valor 
that  would  serve  to  wipe  out  his  disgrace.  While 
marching  \,o  the  creek,  the  English  captured  two 
good  horses  at  a  farmhouse,  which  they  plun¬ 
dered  as.  well.  Eva  was  placed  on  one  of  the 
horses,  and  Captain  Nixon  mounted  the  other  to 
ride  by  her  side.  The  spy  led  the  way  to  the 
creek  by  lonely  paths,  hoping  to  surprise  the  pri¬ 
vateers. 

Captain  Nixon  was  somewhat  disappointed  on 
finding  that  the  sloop  had  disappeared  from  the 
creek,  but  he  consoled  -himself  that  the  priva¬ 
teers  had  sailed  up  the  river  to  Philadelphia 
again.  On  finding  that  the  privateer  had  slipped 
away,  the  desperate  man  marched  his  men  along 
the  high  road  leading  to  Philadelphia.  The  imth- 
less  sailors  plundered  along  the  road,  stealing 
horses  wherever  they  could  find  them,  and  then 
moving  away  as  if  they  had  just  landed  from  a 
ship  in  the  river.  Captain  Nixon  in  the  mean¬ 
time  had  formed  a  bold  project,  and  he  consulted 
with  Bill  Crane  on  the  subject.  He  proposed  to 
push  on  to  a  wood  below  Philadelphia  to  rest  in 
the  shelter  during  the  day  and  then  to  make  a 
dashing  raid  on  the  American  vessels  along  the 
lower  wharfs  early  in  the  night.  The  cunning 
spy  approved  of  the  project  and  made  some  sug- 
-^stions.  Having  settled  on  the  plan  of  action, 
the.  sailors  trotted  along,  the  spy  leading  them  by 
side  roads  and  unfrequented  paths.  Night  was 
approaching,  and  the  darkness  was  spreading 
over  the  wood.  ^  Captain  Nixon  was  gazing  with 
exultation  at  his  victims,  when  he  was  startled 
by  hearing  a  shot  in  the  direction  of  the  road.  A 

sailor  then  rushed  along  through  the  trees,  cry- 

■ 

Yankees  are  on  us.  Captain  Nixon,  and 
that  young  dare-devil  who 
calls  himself  gallant  Jack  Barry.” 

Yes,  gal la,nt  Jack  Barry  was  then  hastening  to 
encounter  his  foes.  When  Jack  heard  about  the 
md  blind  man’s  capture  he  pushed  on  with  vigor. 
He  met  the  English  and  defeated  them,  they  re¬ 
treating,  Eva  and  her  father  were  still  prison¬ 
ers  in  the  hands  of  the  English.  Bill  Crane  had 
taken  them  away  in  a  carriage  while  the  attack 
was  on.  Soon  Captain  Nixon  joined  him  with 
the  retreating  English  troops. 

In  the  meantime  Jack  Barry  and  his  lads  wero 
in  close  pursuit.  Captain  Nixon,  realizing  that  it 
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would  be  impossible  to  escape  with  the  prisoners 
without  a  struggle,  he  ordered  the  carriage  to 
take  a  by-path  through  some  woods,  leaving  the 
troops  to  take  care  of  themselves.  The  spy  and 
Captain  Nixon  accompanied  the  carriage  to  the 
shore,  when  the  prisoners  were  ordered  to  leave 
the  carriage  and  enter  a  large  sailboat  which  had 
been  seen  moored  close  by,  and  put  off. 

Jack  Barry  and  his  force  entered  the  woods, 
but  lost  the  trail  in  the  darkness,  and  after  cap¬ 
turing  several  of  the  English  sailors,  set  out  for 
the  privateer,  which  they  reached  late  that  night, 
where  they  found  Jasper  Carroll,  who  stated  that 
Eva  and  her  father  were  on  board  the  English 
frigate. 

The  next  morning  an  old  fellow  came  on  board 
the  privateer,  who  said  he  was  a  deserter  from 
the  L’igate  and  asked  to  join  Jack  Barry’s  lads. 
Now,  this  old  man  was  no  other  than  Bill  Crane 
in  disguise,  and  it  was  not  long  before  Barry 
and  Paul  Jones  recognized  him.  But  they  let  him 
alone,  determined  to  find  out  what  he  was  up  to. 
About  nine  o’clock  Captain  Barry  sent  a  strong 
force  under  Paul  Jones  ashore  to  help  his  friends 
there  in  case  of  an  attack.  Pretty  soon  Captain 
Barry  detected  the  spy  in  the  act  of  dropping 
something  overboard.  After  some  time  there 
was  a  loud  explosion  heand  at  the  mouth  of  the 
creek. 

Then  over  from  the  Jersey  side  dashed  three 
boats  with  muffled  oars.  The  guns  of  the  frigate 
were  firing  upon  the  fort  meanwhile.  Jack  Barry 
then  ordered  two  of  the  privateers  to  seize  the 
disguised  spy  and  place  him  in  the  lock-up.  Just 
then  the  boats  from  the  frigate  were  seen  close 
by,  and  Captain  Barry  ordered  them  fired  upon. 

Captain  Nixon  commanded  the  expedition  sent 
out  from  the  frigate  to  capture  the  Yankee  pri¬ 
vateer,  and  he  was  certain  of  success  as  they 
pulled  up  the  silent  creek.  Then  how  fearful 
must  have  been  the  effect  of  the  sudden  awaken¬ 
ing,  w'hen  big  and  little  guns  belched  forth  sud¬ 
denly  to  dispel  the  pleasant  dream!  Fully  half 
of  the  English  in  the  boat  were  either  killed  or 
seriously  wounded  at  the  first  fire;  and  then  sev¬ 
eral  of  the  survivors  found  themselves  flounder¬ 
ing  in  the  creek  from  one  of  the  boats,  which  had 
been  swamped. 

Captain  Nixon  called  oh  those  surviving  in  the 
two  boats  to  put  back,  but  the  oars  were  scarcely 
plied  when  the  privateers  were  on  them.  Jack 
Bari-y  crying: 

“Hallo,  Captain  Nixon!  Speak  out  if  you  are 
alive!” 

There  was  no  answer,  and  Jack  continued: 

“Don’t  be  afraid  we’ll  eat  you,  though  you  rich¬ 
ly  deserve  it.  Search  for  him,  boys,  and  flash 
out  the  lanterns.” 

The  lanterns  were  flashed  out  and  search  was 
made  in  the  two  boats,  but  Captain  Nixon  could 
not  be  found.  All  those  in  the  water  were  res¬ 
cued,  the  w’-ounded  were  cared  for,  and  the  pri¬ 
vateers  put  back  to  the  sloop. 

“Now,  boys,”  cried  Captain  Barry,  “secure  the 
prisoners  below,  serve  out  one  round  of  grog, 
and  then  for  a  little  more  fighting  and  fun.  Bring 
up  that  old  rogue  who  joined  us  to-night,  as  I 
want  a  word  with  him  at  once.” 

Two  of  the  men  hastened  down  after  the  dis¬ 
guised  spy,  and  they  returned,  with  glaring  eyes, 
to  report  that  he  had  escaped. 


“The  irons  are  filed  away,  captain,”  answered 
one  of  the  men,  “and  he’s  slipped  off  somehow  or- 
another.” 

_  “Then,  by  thunder,  we  must  strike  like  light¬ 
ning.  To  the  boats,  lads!” 

Leaving  only  a  small  force  on  board  the  sloop, 
the  privateers  rowed  down  the  creek  in  three 
boats.  While  the  frigate  must  be  short-handed 
after  the  loss  of  so  many  men,  yet  there  were 
more  than  enough  on  board  to  man  the  big  guns, 
and  to  work  them  on  the  privateer’s  boats  with 
deadly  effect.  The  young  captain  meditated  over 
the  matter  as  the  boats  pulled  rapidly  down  to 
the  mouth  of  the  creek.  The  disappearance  of 
Captain  Nixon  and  the  escape  of  the  old  spy  wor¬ 
ried  him. 

“Can  it  be,”  Jack  asked  himself,  “that  we  have 
a  traitor  among  us  ?  It  can’t  be,  as  they  are  all 
tme  grit,  and  it  is  a  shame  for  one  to  have  sus¬ 
picions  of  them.  The  old  rascal  had  a  file  hidden 
about  him,  and  he  escaped  through  his  own  ex¬ 
ertions.” 

And  the  generous-minded  young  sailor  was  cor¬ 
rect  in  his  conclusions.  Bill  Crane  was  prepared 
for  arrest  on  suspicion  when  he  boarded  the  pn- 
vateer;  and  he  was  not  five  minutes  alone  when 
he  drew  forth  a  small  sharp  file  and  commenced 
working  on  the  manacles.  He  succeeded  in  free¬ 
ing  himself  a  short  time  before  the  English  boats 
were  attacked,  and  he  managed  to  get  on  deck 
just  as  Jack  Barry  was  hastening  to  complete  his 
victory.  The  spy  then  slipped  on  shore  and  has¬ 
tened  along  the  upper  bank,  keeping  well  in  shel¬ 
ter,  until  he  was  down  near  the  mouth  of  the 
creek.  He  could  then  perceive  the  frigate  mov¬ 
ing  down  the  river.  Before  leaving  the  sloop,  Bill 
Crane  had  seen  and  heard  enough  to  know  that 
Captain  Nixon  had  met  with  another  disastrous 
defeat. 

“I’m  in  a  scrape  now,  as  they  say  on  board  that 
I  betrayed  my  old  captain.” 

“And  so  you  did,  you  treacherous  dog!”  hissed 
a  voice  behind  him.  “And  I’ll  have  your  life  for 
it.” 

And  the -spy  received  a  blow  of  a  pistol  on  the 
back  of  the  head  that  caused  him  to  fall  foiward. 
Although  a  little  stunned,  he  knew  on  the  Insta'nt 
that  his  assailant  was  Captain  Nixon,  and  he 
gasped  out: 

“Captain,  you  wrong  me.  That  infernal  Jack 
Barry  detected  me.” 

The  spy  was  then  stretched  on  the  ground,  and 
Captain  Nixon  bent  over  him  with  large  pistol 
uplifted. 

“Look  at  the  irons  yet  on  my  legs,”  Bill  Crane 
continued. 

Captain  Nixon  had  sense  enough  to  know,  even 
in  that  moment  of  miseiy,  that  his  spy  had  been 
playing  a  very  difficult  part  in  striving  to  cope 
with  Jack  Barry,  and  he  relented. 

“I  believe  I  have  wronged  you.  Crane,”  he  said, 
“but  I  am  distracted.  That  fiend  of  a  Yankee 
has  baffled  me  again,  and  I  believe  I’m  the  only 
one  to  escape  from  the  boats.” 

The  spy  then  went  on  to  explain  that  the  pri¬ 
vateers  were  about  to  start  out  to  surprise  th-e 
frigate. 

“Let  us  swim  out  to  her,”  he  continued,  “and 
we  will  warn  Captain  Dawson.  Cheer  up,  cap¬ 
tain,  and  you  will  have  your  revenge  yet  on  that 
Jack  Barry.” 
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The  two  worthies  then  swam  out  to  the  frigate, 
and  one  may  well  imagine  Captain  Nixon's  feel¬ 
ings  on  facing  his  naval  friend  again  with  the 
disiistrous  tidings.  Yet  there  was  a  strong  hope 
of  gaining  vengeance  ere  long,  and  the  two  Eng¬ 
lish  officers  set  silently  to  Vvork  to  give  their  vic¬ 
torious  enemies  a  fearful  defeat.  Jack  Barry  was 
on  the  alert  in  the  meanwhile,  more  especially 
when  he  perceived  the  frigate  moving  down  the 
river.  Jack  reflected  seriously  on  all  his  chances, 
and  resolved  to  act  cautiously,  even  while  so  anx¬ 
ious  to  capture  the  frigate.  Yet  how  was  he  to 
ascertain  the  state  of  affairs  on  board  the  enemy? 
There  was  only  one  way,  without  risking  a  fear¬ 
ful  defeat,  and  that  was  by  sending  a  spy  on 
board.  But  who  could  he  send? 

“Not  one  of  my  brave  lads,”  he  muttered,  “but 
ril  try  it  myself.” 

The  frigate  was  'then  lying  at  anchor  a  little 
above  the  mouth  of  the  creek,  but  well  out  in 
the  river,  so  that  her  guns^  could  play  on  the  ex¬ 
pected  enemy.  Soon  after  that  a  rough  sailor  of 
fifty  or  thereabouts  left  the  sloop  and  made  up 
toward  Wilmington.  That  rough  sailor  was  Jack 
Barry  in  disguise,  and  he  was  about  to  enter  on 
the  most  perilous  adventure  of  his  life. 


CHAPTER  XII.— Jack  in  a  Fix. 

All  was  suspense  on  board  the  frigate.  Poor 
Eva  Carroll  and  her  blind  father  were' in  tortures, 
as  death  stared  one  in  the  face,  and  a  hateful 
marriage  the  other.  Eva  had  washed  the  black 
stuff  from  her  face,  but  she  was  compelled  to  re¬ 
tain  the  male  attire,  as  no  female  garments  could 
be  procured  on  the  frigate.  Cuffy  was  a  cabin 
boy  on  the  frigate,  and  he  served  Eva  with  meals 
and  with  all  the  neAvs  as  well.  He  told  her  about 
the  expedition  setting  out  against  the  privateer, 
of  the  return  of  Captain  Nixon  and  Bill  Crane, 
and  of  the  watch  then  held  for  an  attack  by  the 
privateers.  Just  then  a  hail  came  from  the  stern 
of  the  ship,  and  a  voice  from  the  water  answered, 
saying; 

“Ship  ahoy!  I  am  Tom  Wolfe,  and  I  escaped 
from  the  Yankees!” 

A  rope  was  flung  out,  and  Tom  was  pulled  on 
boanl.  He  was  soon  in  the  presence  of  the  officer 
of  the  frigate  and  Captain  Nixon,  when  he  has¬ 
tened  to  spin  his  yarn.  Tom  Wolfe  stated  tliFat 
he  was  one  of  those  in  the  swamped  boat  as  the 
Yankees  came  to  them  up  the  creek,  and  that 
he  escaped  to  hide  in  the  wood.  He  then  waited 
hi.s  chance  to  swim  out  to  the  frigate.  The  in¬ 
terview  was  held  on  the  forward  deck,  and  Bill 
Crane  passed  along  a1%the  moment.  As  may  be 
«upposed,'the  pretended  Tom  Wolfe  Avas  no  other 
than  Jack  Barry,  and  he  had  seen  enough  to  know 
that  the  English  were  on  the  alert.  His  only 
cour.=e  then,  after  seeing  Captain  Nixon,  was  to 
get  back  to  his  friends  in  the  creek  as  soon  as 
po.ssible.  Jack  was  making  his  way  toward  the 
fore^stie  when  Bill  Crane  stepped  up  in  front 
of  him  and  demanded: 

"V’hat  did  you  .say  your  name  was?” 

“You  ought  to  knoAV  me.  Bill  Crane;  and  what's 
the  matter  with  you?” 

The  English  spy  held  a  heavy  pistol  behind  his 
‘  hmek,  and  he  flealt  Jack  a  sudden  blow  on  the  head 
With  >t  a-  he  cried: 


“I  do  knOAV  you;  and  there’s  tit  for  tat,  you  in¬ 
fernal  rascal!” 

The  blow  Avas  a  hard  one,  and  it  felled  Jack  to 
the  deck.  Captain  Nixon  saw  the  incident,  and  he  - 
ran  at  his  young  spy,  crying; 

“What  did  you  do  that  for,  you  rascal?”' 

“Grab  him,  captain,”  was  Bill  Crane’s  answer, 
“and  I’ll  soon  tell  you.  Thunder,  ain’t  1  got  a 
surprise  for  you!” 

Jack  Barry  was  recovering  from  the  effects  of 
the  bloAv  when  he  found  himself  seized  by  several 
hands.  Captain  Dawson  soon  appeared  on  the 
scene,  AAdien  Bill  Crane  said  to  him: 

“Captain,  this  fellow  is  not  Tom  Wolfe  at  all, 
but  a  spy  from  the  privateers,  as  I  can  prove.” 

“Then  drag  him  into  the  cabin.” 

Jack’s  disguise  was  so  perfect  that  when  he 
Avas  dragged  into  the  light  of  the  cabin  one  of 
the  sailors  cried: 

“Why,  this  is  Tom  Wolfe,  and  what’s  wrong 
with  him,  captain?” 

Jack  Avas  playing  possum. 

“I’ll  show  what’s  Avrong,”  ansAvered  Crane,  as 
he  bent  doAvn  and  tore  aAvay  the  false  beard. 
“Who  is  he,  Captain  Nixon?” 

“May  I  be  hanged  if  it  isn’t  Jack  Barry  him¬ 
self!” 

“You  don’t  say  so!”  cried  the  other  captain. 
“Guard  the  door,  men,  and  bind  the  rascal  before 
he  recovers.  GIa^g  the  word  on  deck  to  keep  a 
sharp  lookout.  The  scoundrel  humbugged  me  on 
the  dark  deck.” 

“And  he’s  trying  to  humbug  us  noAV  by  playing 
dead,”  said  Bill  Crane;  “but  he  can’t  come  it  o\"er 
us.” 

Jack  Barry  dreAv  a  long  breath  and  opened  his 
eyes  to  stare  up  at  his  enemies. 

“Glad  to  see  you  all  safe,  captain.  You  didn’t 
take  my  sloop,  I  believe.” 

“We’ve  got  you,  though,  you  confounded  traitor 
and  pirate!”  ansAA^ered  Nixon,  “and  you’ll  swing 
from  the  yardarm  in  the  morning.” 

Jack  Avas  then  secured  with  coixls  and  placed 
upon  his  feet. 

“English  hemp  Avill  never  press  my  neck,  you' 
cowardly  dog!”  he  answ^ered.  “If  you  hang  mQ, 
over  twenty  English  sailors,  noAV  prisoners  on 
my  sloop,  will  suffer  in  the  same  Avay.” 

At  an  order  from  their  captain  the  sailors  clap¬ 
ped  a  gag  on  Jack’s  mouth,  and  the  officers  con¬ 
tinued  to  consult  together. 

^  “They  are  trying  to  invent  some  plan  for  mak¬ 
ing  use  of  my  capture,”  thought  Jack,  “but  my 
rnate  is  warned  Avhat  to  do.  I  Avonder  Avheie  is 
the  young  lady?” 

Eva  was  peeping  out  at  him  then  from  the 
wfndoAv  of  the  little  stateroom,  and  Cuffy  Avas  by 
her  side. 

“Oh,  Cuffy,  Cuffy,”  she  whispered,  “it  is  a  pity 
if  that  noble  young  man  shall  be  put  to  death,  as 
he  is  the  truest  and  bravest  friend  I  ever  had.” 

The  negro  expresse<l  a  desire  to  save  Jack  Bar¬ 
ry  at  the  risk  of  his  own  life,  and  Eva  advised 
him  how  to  act.  After  consulting  some  time,  the 
tAvo  captains  agreed  that  it  Avould  be  best  to 
forego  the  execution  until  morning,  and  Jack  was 
removed  to  the  .strong  room  and  placed  in  iroue. 
Taa’o  armed  sailors  were  also  set  to  watch  over 
him. 
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CHAPTER  XIH. — Jack’s  Little  Friend. 

»  Jack  Barry  was 'as  saucy  and  as  merry  as  ever 
while  in  the  ship’s  prison.  The  English  sailors 
guarding  him  did  not  dai^  to  abuse  him,  as  they 
felt  that  he  was  a  son  of  good  fortune,  and  that 
he  may  pay  them  back  some  day.  The  gag  was 
removed  from  the  prisoner’s  mouth,  and  he  joked 
and  humbugged  with  his  guards  as  if  he  had  the 
long  lease  of  a  happy  life  before  him.  At  that 
moment  footsteps  were  heard  at  the  door,  and  lit¬ 
tle  Cuffy  soon  appeared  before  theni,  holding  a 
bottle  and  a  drinking  cup  up,  as  he  said: 

“De  cap’n  sends  yous  dis,  lads,  but  he  says  as 
how  de  prisoner  mustn’t  get  a  sup.” 

“That’s  hard  on  me,  lad,”  said  Jack,  as  he 
caug-ht  a  glance  from  Cuffy,  “and  I  likely  to  die 
1  soon.  Well,  obey  orders,  lads,  as  the  captain  may 
be  in  heVe  soon  smelling  my  breath  to  try  you.” 

The  sailors  did  obey  orders.  They  drank;  and 
Cuffy  lingered,  as  if  scrutinizing  the  famous  pris¬ 
oner  who  had  fought  so  well.  Jack  seemed  to 
take  an  interest  in  the  little  tiegro. 

“Little  blacky  is  a  friend  of  mine,  and  the 
grog  is  drugged,”  Jack  said  to  himself. 

The  grog  .was  diugged,  and  Cuffy  held  the  key 
of  the  fetters  on  Jack  BaiTy’s  legs.  When  the 
sailors  were  sound  asleep,  the  little  fellow  re¬ 
leased  the  prisoner,  saying: 

“  ’Twar  Missa  Eba  sent  me  to  you,  an’  I  must 
go  with  yous.” 

“But  can’t  she  come,  as  I  know  she  can  swim, 
lad?” 

“She  says  as  how  she  won’t  leab  de  poor  ole 
man,  sah.” 

“Then  let  us  steal  up  on  deck;  and  you  can 
swear  that  I’ll  never  forget  you,  Cuffy.” 

Cuffy  led  the  way  up  on  deck,  and  they  crouch¬ 
ed  down  as  they^  stole  to  the  bulwarks  on  the 
Jersey  side.  It  was  their  purpose  to  drop  out 
quietly  and  swim  down  before  facing  over  the 
creek.  >  Cuffy  slipped  over  first;  and  Jack  Barry 
was  in  the  act  of  following  him  when  he  was 
seized  by  the  shoulder. 

^‘What  are  you  sneaking  over  here  for?”  de¬ 
manded  Bill  Crane.  “Don’t  you  know  the  watch 
is  on  the  creek?” 

The  rascal  did  not  recognize  the  prisoner  in  the 
darkness,  but  Jack  knew  the  voice.  With  an  im¬ 
pulsive  movement  the  daring  fellow  seized  the 
spy  by  the  waist  and  flung  him  over  the  bulwarks 
before  he  could  utter  a  single  ciy.  Bill  Crane  did 
yell  aloud  as  he  stmck  the  water,  and  Jack 
Barry  was  then  by  his  side,  having  dropped  into 
the  water  a  moment  after  he  flung  the  fellow 
over.  Seizing  the  spy  by  the  throat.  Jack  dived 
and  struck  down  the  river  with  the  tide,  drag¬ 
ging  the  spy  with  him.  Captain  Dawson  spraii 
out  of  the  cabin  on  hearing  the  spy’s  cry. 

“What’s  all  this  rumpus  about?” 

The  sailors  explained  about  the  ciy  of  alaim 
they  had  heard,  and  the  splash. 

“See  to  the  prisoner!”  yelled  the  captain,  “and 
out  with  the  boat.” 

The  boat  alluded  to  was  the  last  one  left  on 
the  frigate.  On  rising  to  the  surface  with  the 
spy,  Jack  Barry  pressed  his  throat  closer,  as  he 
his.^ed  into  his  ear: 

“You  cowardly  dog,  I  am  Jack  Barry,  and  I 


will  choke  you  to  death  if  you  do  not  swim  along 
with  me.” 


-  CHAPTER  XIV.— No  Rest  for  Jack. 

^  J ack’s  friends  in  the  creek  were  fearfully  wor¬ 
ried  about  him  on  finding  that  he  was  not  return¬ 
ing  te  them. 

Paul  Jones  kept  the  men  quiet  by  assuring 
them  that  the  captain  would  return  before  moni- 
ing,  and  Alfred  Pease  and  Jasper  Carroll  voiced 
the  same  opinion. 

^  All  was  excitement  on  the  frigate  when  it  was 
discovered  that  Jack  Barry  had  escaped  from  the 
black  hole,  leaving  the  two  sailors  stupefied. 

Captain  Dawson  sent  out  his  only  boat  in  search 
of  his  enemy.  Lights  were  flashe'd  out  from  yard- 
anus,  and  rockets  were  sent  up. 

Captain  Nixon  sought  Bill  Crane  during  the 
excitement,  and  the  rascally  spy  could  not  be 
found. 

Then  it  became  certain  to  both  officers  that  Bill 
Crane  was  a  traitor;  and  that  he  had  assisted 
Jack  Barry  in  escaping. 

“And  yet,”  Captain  Nixon  asked  himself,  “why 
should  the  rascal  have  exposed  the  young  captain 
in  the  earlier  part  of  the  night?” 

It  was  a  mystery  not  easily  explained,  as  the 
two  sailors  could  not  be  restored  to^  conscious¬ 
ness. 

Little  Cuffy  was  not  missed  during  the  excite¬ 
ment.  The  boat  did  not  move  far  away  from  the 
frigate  at  first,  as  it  was  feared  that  tire  priva¬ 
teers  would  make  a  dash  out  of  the  creek  at  it. 
The  privateers  were  all  on  the  alert  when  they 
noticed  the  commotion  and  the  lights  on  boai^ 
the  frigate.  They  could  all  see  the  boat  putting 
slowly  down  the  idver. 

“Dam  my  eyes,”  said  old  Caleb,  “if  I  don’t  bet 
my  boots  that  are  the  young  captain  getting 
away.” 

“I  knew  they  couldn’t  hold  him,”  coincided  Paul 
Jones.  “Keep  alive  now,  lads,  and  be  ready  to 
aid  the  captain.” 

fit  will  be  remembered  that  the  frigate  was  iy* 
ing  at  anchor  a  short  distance  above  the  creek. 

When  Jack  BaiTy  arose  with  his  prisoner,  little 
Cuffy  was  not  far  away. 

There  was  just  light  enough  to  see  dark  ob¬ 
jects  moving  on  the  surface  of  the  water. 
wThe  little  fello^v  looked  back,  and  he  was  sur¬ 
prised  on  seeing  two  heads  moving  after  him.  • 

At  that  time  the  full  commotion  had  not  burst 
out  On  board  the  frigate. 

Jack  Barry  and  his  prisoner  were  soon  close  to 
the  little  negro. 

“Bear  ahead,  lad,”  said  Jack,  “and  steer  in 
shore.” 

“Who  am  dat  wid  you,  massa?” 

“A  rascal  called  Bill  Crane,  and  I’ve  got  him 
safe  by  the  back  of  the  neck,  lad.  Have  you  the 
knife?” 

“Sartin,  Massa  Barry.” 

“Then  swim  at  the  other  side  of  him,  and  give 
him  a  good  jab  when  I  tell  you.” 

“Ay,  ay,  massa.” 

The  lights  flashed  out  from  the  frigate  as  Cuffy 
responded,  and  Jack  Barry  cast  his  eyes  in  that 
direction,  when  he  could  see  the  boat  putting 
along. 

After  glancing  back  at  the  frigate,  Jack  Barry 
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cast  his  eyes  in  toward  the  right  bank,  and  he 
saw  that  tJiey  were  below  the  creek,  while  still 
well  out  in  the  stream. 

“Strike  in,  latl,”  he  said.  “Crane,  you  swim 
your  best,  or  you  will  get  a  jab  of  the  knife,  as  I 
have  another  here.” 

While  thus  speaking.  Jack  Barry  released  his 
grasp  on  the  spy’s  neck,  and  the  latter  did  strike 
out  in  a  vigorous  manner. 

They  all  worked  toward  the  right  bank,  yet  the 
tide  swept  them  down. 

From  their  sheltered  position  in  the  creek  the 
privateers  could  not  see  the  thiee  heads  above 
the  water,  but  they  could  perceive  the  boat  mov¬ 
ing  down. 

“They’re  after  the  captain,”  said  Paul  Jones, 
“but  I  don’t  think  they  spy  him  yet.” 

A  startling  ci*y  arose  from  the  boat,  and  it 
shot  down  and  in  toward  the  shore. 

“They  see  him  now,”  said  Paul  Jones,  “and 
he's  below  us  here.” 

“Won’t  we  out  to  the  rescue,  mate?”  eagerly 
inquired  old  Caleb. 

“Xct  yet.  Don’t  you  see  the  guns  of  the  fri¬ 
gate  are  pointed  right  at  the  mouth  of  the  creek, 
and  they’d  sink  us  in  a  jiffy.” 

“But  can’t  we  help  the  captain  nohow?”  pro¬ 
tested  Jasper  Carroll. 

“We  can,  and  we  will;  but  we  must  wait  a 
little.” 

Paul  Jones  was  still  obeying  his  orders,  and  he 
was  acting  wisely.  Those  in  the  boat  had  spied 
the  three  swimmers  working  in  toward  the  right 
bank,  and  six  oars  were  plied  in  vigorous  pur¬ 
suit.  A  sigh  of  relief  escaped  from  Bill  Crane 
as  he  hearcT  the-cries  of  his  friends  behind  him, 
and  he  said; 

“Now,  you  dog  of  a  rebel,  we’ll  turn  the  tables 
on  you.” 

Jack  Barrj’  chuckled  a  little  as  he  heard  the 
cries,  and  he  glanced  back  at  the  boat  as  he  said 
to  his  prisoner: 

“Don’t  think  they  can  save  you,  as  I’ll  finish 
you  first.” 

“I  can’t  keep  up  any  longer,”  groaned  the  spy, 
as  if  utterly  exhausted,  and  wavering  in  his  ef- 
I  fort  as  well. 

1  “That’s  all  in  my  eye.  Give  him  a  little  jab, 
i  my  lad.” 

“Don’t,  don’t,”  groaned  the  spy,  “and  I  will  do 
my  best!” 

And  the  rascal  did  strike  out  with  greater 
!  vigor,  -while  Jack  Barry  chuckled  as  he  remarked: 

“You  don’t  like  cold  steel,  I  see.  Well,  a  rope 
is  more  fitting.  Strike  out,  my  lad,  and  we  are 
near  the  bank.” 

“But  de  boat  is  on  us,  sah,”  groaned  the  little 
I  fellow,  as  he  looked  back  in  teiTor. 
k  “Cheer  up,  my  lad,”  said  Jack  Barry,  “and  we 
I  will  laugh  at  them  yet.” 

I  The  boat  was  close  on  them,  and  a  rough  voice 
j  cried  out: 

“Hold  up,  you  rascals,  or  we’ll  blaze  at  you 
1  right  off.” 

!  .Jack  Barry  cast  an  eye  at  the  bank,  which  was 
within  ten  yards  of  them. 

I  There  was  a  chance  of  his  escaping  by  diving 
I  suddenlv,  and  he  could  strike  the  spy  a  fatal 
blow  while  .so  doing;  but  Jack  Barry  would  not 
take  life  in  that  manner. 

1  Then  he  thought  of  Cuffy,  while  another  idea 
'  fla.:hed  through  his  mind. 


Raising  his  hands  aloft,  he  cried:  ‘ 

“We  give  up,  and  don’t  fire!” 

The  others  followed  suit,  and  the  boat  was  on 
them  in  an  instant. 

Great  was  the  astonishment  of  the  English 
sailors  on  finding  Bill  Crane  and  Cuffy  with  Cap¬ 
tain  Barry,  and  the  officer  in  charge  cried  out: 

“You  treacherous  lubbers,  the  three  of  you  will 
swing  together.” 

Bill  Crane  protested  his  innocence,  and  offered 
to  explain,  but  he  was  silenced  by  a  rough  blow 
in  the  mouth. 

Jack  Barry  laughed  and  chuckled  as  he  saw  the 
spy  getting  the  dose,  when  one  of  the  sailors  said 
to  him: 

“I’ll  give  you  a  crack,  you  scamp,  to  stop  your 
grinning!” 

“Better  not,”  answered  Jack,  “or  I’ll  remember 
your  ugly  mug.” 

The  boat  was  then  putting  back  toward  the 
frigate,  but  it  had  to  keep' pretty  close  in  toward 
the  bank, .  as  the  current  outside  was  too  strong 
to  make  much  headway  against. 

'  The  lights  were  still  flashing  from  the  frigate; 
and  those  in  the  boats  sent  up  signals  of  success. 
Jack  Barry  had  managed  to  whisper  some  warn¬ 
ing  words  to  Cuffy  before  they  were  dragged  out 
of  the  water,  and  the  brave  little  fellow  did  not 
despair. 

The  officer  in  charge  of  the  boat,  who  was  a 
young  midshipman  without  much  experience,  did 
not  imagine  that  the  privateers  would  dash  out 
of  the  creek  to  the  rescue  of  their  captain,  while 
the  guns  of  the  frigate  were  pointed  in  that  di¬ 
rection,  and  he  kept  on  his  course  near  the  bank. 

Jack  Barry  quietly  counted  the  men  in  the  boat 
as  they  drew  near  the  creek,  and  he  then  com¬ 
menced  to  whistle  “The  Rogues’  March”  in  a  loud 
key. 

“Stow  that  piping,  you  rebel  swab!”  cried  the 
young  midshipman. 

“One  will  do!”  yelled  Jack  aloud,  just  as  they 
neared  the  creek,  “and  down  flat  I  go,  lads! 
Blaze  at  them!” 

The  privateers  were  on  the  alert.  The  familiar 
whistle  was  scarcely-  heard  when  pistols  were 
cocked,  cutlasses  grasped,  and  oars  grabbed. 

When  Jack’s  voice  was  heard  giving  the  signal, 
out  dashed  the  largest  boat,  commanded  by  the 
gallant  Paul  Jones. 

The  English  boat  was  just  abreast  of  the  creek 
when  the  privateers  dashed  out  at  them,  Paul 
Jones  yelling; 

Blaze  away,  lads,  and  then  close  on  them  to 
the  rescue  of  our  captain.” 

Jack  Barry  and  Cuffy  flung  themselves  dowm 
before  the  privateers  fired,  and  so  did  Bill  Crane. 

The  midshipman  called  on  his  men  to  pull  for 
dear  life  on  seeing  the  strange  boat  darting  out 
creek,  but  three  of  the  rowers  received 
bullets  that  rendered  theiji  powerless,  and  two 
others  fell  also. 

Then  down  on  the  English  boat  swept  the  pri¬ 
vateers,  Paul  Jones  crying: 

“Surrender,  or  you  will  all  die!  Where  are 
you,  captain?” 

“Praying  here  on  my  knees,”  merrily  answered 
Jack  Barry.  “Spare  them,  lads,  as  you  are  two 
to  one.  In  with  you  before  the  frigate  opens 
on  us.” 

The  English  surrendered  without  striking  a 
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blow,  and  the  two  boats  shot  into  the  creek  be¬ 
fore  those  on  the  frigate  could  understand  the 
situation.  .  ,  ,  , 

Bill  Crane  attempted  to  drop  overboard,  but 
Jack  Barry  seized  him,  saying: 

“You  can’t  do  it,  you  rascal!  Bear  in,  lads,  as 
there’s  no  rest  for  us  to-night.” 


CHAPTER  XV.- -Jack  Tests  the  Spy. 

It  wanted  two  hours  of  daylight  when  Captain 
Barry  and  his  men  reached  the  sloop,  and  there 
was  work  before  them  still. 

Jack  had  the  spy  dragged  into  the  cabin,  the 
English  wounded  were  tende<l  to,  and  an  allow¬ 
ance  of  grog  served  out  to  all. 

The  privateers  were  jubilant  over  their  suc¬ 
cess,  but  Jack  Barry  ^vould  not  be  satisfied  with 
the  goo^d  work  accomplished. 

Eva  and  her  father,  must  be  rescued,  and  the 
frigate  captured  or  destroyed. 

Jack  Barry  was  soon  left  alone  in  the  cabin 
vdth  the  spy. 

Fixing  his  keen  eyes  on  the  young  rascal.  Jack 
smiled  at  him. 

“Now,  ifiy  clever  chap,”  said  he,  in  pleasant 
tones,  “let  us  understand  each  other.  You  are 
the  old  man  who  sliipped  with  us  to-night.” 

“I  don’t  know  what  .you  mean.  Captain  Barry,” 
answered  Bill  Crane. 

“Yes,  you  do.  Let  us  look  at  your  leg.  I  knew 
as  much.” 

The  marks  of  the  iron  rings  were  still  on  the 
fellow’s  ankles. 

“Well,”  he  said,  in  sulky  tones,  “what  if  I  did 
play  that  dodge?  You  did  the  same  on  the 
frigate.” 

“To  be  sure,  I  did,  lad;  but  I  got  off,  and  you 
are  caught  again.  Qan  you  answer  a  few  straight 
questions  ?” 

“That  depends  on  \yhat  they  are,  as  I  am  not 
a  traitor.” 

“And  I  don’t  want  you  to  be,  but  you  are 
branded  as  one.” 

“I  know  it.  Captain  Nixon  accused  me  to-night 
before;  and  now  your  work  confirms  the  suspi¬ 
cion.  I  am  ruined.” 

Jack  Barry  laughed  at  the  woeful  countenance 
presented  by  the  spy,  yet  he  pitied  the  poor  fel- 

lOV.'.  f 

‘‘What  object  had  you  in  risking  so  much,  as 
you  are  a  selfish  rascal?” 

“Love  and  gold.  Captain  Barry,  and 'that  is 
Avhat  we  all  fight  for.” 

“You  are  out,  my  lad.  I  fight  because  I  love 
the  land  I  live  in,  and  I  hate  the  English  tyrants. 
I  strive  to  save  Eva  Carroll  out  of  a  pure  love  of 
justjee.  Don’t  you  believe  me?” 

“I  believe  you  are  now  fighting  for  the  young 
lady  because  you  are  in  love  with  her,  captain.” 

Jack  Barry  laughed  heaitily  at  the  idea  of  his 
being  in  love. 

“You  are  out  again.  Crane,”  he  said.  “I  love  a 
good  ship,  a  fair  fight,  and  a  pleasant  voyage,  but 
I  have  never  cast  my  eyes  on  a  young  girl  to 
love  her.  Is  it  Miss  Eva  that  you  are  in  love 
with  ?” 

The  blood  ini-shed  to  Bill  Crane’s  eyes  as  he 
liehl  down  his  head,  but  he  did  not  answer  the 
question. 


Jack  Bariy  blew  a  long  whistle,  and  then  re¬ 
marked  : 

“I  see  how  the  land  lies  now.  You  pretend  to 
work  for  Captain  Nixon,  but  you  meant  the  girl 
for  yourself.” 

“And  is  that  a  enme.  Captain?” 

“Not  if  you  went  about  it  in  a  manly  way;  but 
you  didn’t.  Come,  have  you  an  honest  comer  in 
your  heart.  Crane?” 

“I  am  honest  in  my  love  for  Eva,  and  I  could 
die  for  her,  sir.” 

“Then  why  do  you  aid  that  old  scoundrel 
against  her?” 

“Because  I  meant  to  humbug  him  in  the  end; 
and  now  the  game  is  up.” 

And  the  rascal  gave  a  deep  sigh. 

“Come,  come.  Crane,”  said  the  jovial  young 
captain.  “There  is  no  use  in  despairing.  You 
say  you  would  die  to  save  the  girl?” 

“Yes,  I  would.” 

“Then  I  will  make  you  an  offer.  I  should  kill 
you  on  account  of. that  cowardly  blow,  but  I  sup¬ 
pose  you  were  madly  jealous  of  me.” 

“Yes,  I  was,  captain,  as  I  thought  you  got  on 
the  frigate  to  get  her  off.” 

“Well,  we  will  let  that  pass.  You  understar  1 
your  position  well  now,  and  you  know  you  will 
be  strung  up  as  a  traitor  if  the  English  catch 
you.” 

“I  know  it,  sir.” 

“Then  I  will  give  you  a  chance.  Help  me  to 
take  the  frigate  and  to  rescue  my  friends,  and 
you  can  live  to  make  love  to  the  young  girl  if 
she  will  listen.” 

Bill  Crane’s  face  brightened  at  the  proposition, 
and  he  readily  answered: 

“Just  tell  me  what  to  do.  Captain  Barry,  and 
you  will  see  what  I  am  made  of.” 

“Then  I’ll  put  you  to  the  test,  and  we’ll  see  if 
you  can  risk  death -to  save  the  girl  you  love.” 

“I’ll  risk  a  hundred  deaths  to  save  Eva  Carroll,” 
answered  the  spy,  in  a  voice  that  had  a  manly 
ring  in  it. 

Jack  BaiTy  then  went  on  to  explain  the  situa¬ 
tion.  Even  with  the  loss  of  so  many  men,  the 
frigate  was  too  strong  for  him,  as  her  heavy 
guns  would  sink  the  privateer  and  Tier  boats  with 
one  broadside. 

It  was  certain  that  the  frigate  would  sail  donm 
the  river  early  in  the  morning  so  as  to  get  more 
men  at  the  lower  stations  and  to  block  the  pri¬ 
vateer  from  getting  out  to  sea. 

Then  Eva  and  her  old  father  would  be  at  the 
mercy  of  Captain  Nixon,  and  the  fair  young  crea¬ 
ture  would  be  lost  to  her  admirers  forever. 

“We  must  take  or  destroy  the  frigate  before 
she  moves  down,”  said  Jack,  “and  you  are  the 
lacLto  help  me.” 

He  then  went  on  to  explain  what  he  required 
of  the  spy.  Bill  Crane  listened  eagerly,  and  his 
eyes  brightened  the  more  as  he  heard  the  offer 
made  to  him  by' the  bold  privateer. 

“I’m  your  man,”  he  said,  in  emphatic  tones, 
when  Jack  Bari'y  had  finished,  “and  will  you 
trust  me?”  •  ' 

“With  all  my  heart,”  answered  Jack.  “And  ITl 
promise  fair  play  hereafter,  if  you  succeed;  don’t 
forget  the  risk.” 

“Hang  the  risk,  Captain  Barry!  I'll  help  to 
save  Eva  and  her  father,  or  I’ll  die  in  the  at¬ 
tempt.  If  I  do,  tell  her  hereafter  that  Bill  Craiio. 
was  not  such  a  bad  one.”^ 
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*niat  I  will,  my  boy.  Take  a  good  glass  of 
grog,  and  then  away  with  you,  as  we  have  little 
time  to  spare.” 

Bill  Crane  left  the  privateer  ten  minutes  after, 
and  Captain  BaiTy  and  Ms  men  were  in  the  boats 
again, 

“A  little  more  w^ork  to-night,  boys,”  Jack  said 
to  his  men,  “and  I’ll  promise  a  fine  treat  in  the 
inoming.” 

“We  had  a  fine  treat  already,  sir,”  responded 
old  Caleb  Colt.  “But  I  do  hope  you  ain’t  forget¬ 
ting  the  nice  gal.” 

“What,  you  old  rogue,  ahd  have  you  an  eye  on 
the  young  lady  also  ?  Look  to  yourself.  Pease,  or 
he  cuts  you  out.” 

“I  don’t  care  so  much  if  he  does,  captain,”  an¬ 
swered  tlie  young  mate,  “so  long  as  we  get  her 
out  of  the  clutches  of  that  scoundrel  in  the 
frigate.” 

“Bravely  spoken,  my  lad,”  said  Jack  Barry, 
“and  may  the  best  .of  you  wdn  her.” 

The  boats  took  up  their  old  position  near  the 
mouth  of  the  creek. 

Jack  Ban’y  w’ent  on  shore  and  took  a  position 
from  whence  he  could  watch  the  frigate  w’ell  wdth 
his  night  glass. 

“I  wonder  if  the  young  rascal  wdll  stand  the 
test,”  he  muttered,  “and  my  scheme  has  failed. 
No!  By  thunder  and  lightning,  the  blaze  is  com¬ 
mencing  now,  and  he  has  stood  the  test.  Now 
for  the  boats,  and  then  to  save  the  girl  and  her 
father.” 


CHAPTER  XVI.— How  Jack  Saved  the  Girl. 

When  Jack  Barry  returned  to  his  men,  Alfred 
Pease  cried: 

“Oh,  captain,  captain,  the  frigate  is  on  fire,  and 
we  captured  the  last  boat.  Eva  and  her  father 
wdll  be  bumed  to  death!” 

“Not  a  bit  of  it,  my  lad,”  was  the  cheerful  re¬ 
ply,  “while  w^e  are  to  the  fore  to  give  them  a 
hand.” 

“But  you  see  the  fire  is  spreading,  sir,  and  the 
frigate  is  doomed.” 

“I  know  it;  but  our  friends  ain’t.  Just  w’^ait  a 
^  little.” 

And  they  did  wait,  only  to  note  that  the  fire 
increased.  The  young  spy  was  doing  his  work, 
and  the  moment  was  near  when  Jack  Barry  was 
to  act  for  his  friends. 

Bill  Crane  returned  to  the  frigate  by  swimming 
from  the  bark,  and  he  at  once  demanded  a  hear¬ 
ing  from  the  two  captains, 
i  The  cunning  fellow  then  gave  an  account  of 
the  manner  in  w*hich  he  had  encountered  Jack 
I  Barry  on  the  deck,,  and  of  his  being  flung  into 
^  the  river  by  the  bold  privateer. 

He  told  a  tmthful  story  up  to  the  point  of  his 
I  interview  with  the  privateer  captain  in  his  cabin, 
I  and  he  then  continued: 

“I  ma/le  up  my  mind  to  get  back  to  the  frigate 
and  clear  myself,  at  the  risk  of  being  strung  up, 
and  I  managed-^  get  off  while  the  rogues  were 
carmt'-ing  over  their  victories.” 

,  Tte  spy  then  went  on  to  defend  himself,  and 
4  to  .  ’low  that  little  Cuffy  was  the  real  culppt. 

!  nr.c^  of  the  drugge<|  sailors  had  recovered  his 
J  r  r  and  he  bore  witness  in  behalf  of  the  sus- 
I  p#"  -A  y/. 


Captain  Nixon  was  compelled  to  admit  that  Bill 
had  been  a  faitliful  fellow  in  very  dangerous 
trials,  and  he  hinted  that  the  young  spy  would  be 
of  great  revenge  on  Jack  Bany. 

The  suspected  youth  was  then  dismissed.  Cap¬ 
tain  Nixon  saying: 

“Think  over  some  plan  of  getting  at  the  rascal. 
Bill,  as  w'’e  sail  down  the  river  in  the  morning.” 

“You  may  swear  I  wdll,  captain,”  was  the  spy’s 
answer,  “as  I  only  live  now  for  vengeance  on  the 
rascal!”  \ 

Bill  Crane  had  the  run  of  the  ship  again,  and 
he  soon  set  to,  work.  He  managed  to  release  the 
old  blind  from  the  black  hole,  and  to  place 
him  in  a  position  from  whence  he  could  be  res¬ 
cued  in  the  hour  of  peril. 

He  managed  to  get  an  interview  Avith  Eva, 
when  he  explained  to  her  the  project  for  her 
rescue. 

“I  may  be  killed,  Miss  Eva,”  he  said,  “but  I 
would  like  you  to  remember  that  I  will  die  try¬ 
ing  to  serve  you.” 

“I  will  remember,  indeed,”  answered  Eva,  “and 
I’ll  never  forget  you.  Save  poor  father,  and  I 
will  bless  you.” 

The  cunning  fellow  then  set  to  work  to  fire  the 
ship  in  several  places.  ^ 

He  took  precaution,  how^ever,  to  start  the  flames 
at  a  safe  distance  from  the  magazine,  so  that  a 
blow-up  would  not  take  place  until  after  help 
arrived. 

The  sailors  left  on  board  the  frigate,  as  well  as 
the  officers,  were  still  on  the  w'atch  for  the  ex¬ 
pected  attack  by  the  privateers,  and  they  did  not 
dream  of  danger  on  the  ship.  When  the  first 
alarm  of  fire  broke  out,  all  hands  hastened  to 
quench  the  blaze. 

Great  was  the  consternation  when  another  and 
yet  another  blaze  burst  forth. 

Captain  Dawson  became  frantic  with  appre¬ 
hension,  and  he  yelled  forth: 

“That  demon  of  a  Yankee  is  still  on  board  at 
this  work.” 

“The  fiends  are  abroad  to-night,”  cried  Captain 
Nixon,  as  he  rushed  down  into  the  cabin  to  seek 
Eva. 

He  cQuld  not  find  the  fair  girl,  and  he  raved 
like  a  madman,  while  he  hastened  to  seek  her 
father,  crying: 

“She  is  with  the  old  wreck;  but  I  swear  that 
they  shall  not  escape  me.  If  the  frigate  bMws  up, 
we’ll  all  go  to  perdition  together.” 

The  ^villain  was  still  more  enraged  on  finding 
that  the  ^  old  blind  man  had  escaped  from  the 
ship’s  prison,  and  he  ran  through  the  burning 
vessel  in  search  of  him  and  Eva,  but  he  could  not 
find  them.  In  the  meanwhile,  the  flames  were 
inci'easing,  and  the  only  means  of  escaping  was 
by  signaling  to  the  enemy  for  help,  or  by  plung¬ 
ing  into  the  river. 

Captain  Dawson  fired  his  minute  guns,  and  sent 
up  the  signal  of  distress,  as  he  cried: 

“I  will  stick  to  the  ship  to  the  last,  and  trust 
to  the  mercy  of  the  Yankees.  The  last  boat  is 
gone.  Let  tlfose  who  wish  take  to  the  water  and 
seek  to-  escape  a  Yankee  prison  by  swimming  to 
the  Jersey  shore.  Take  your  choice  now,  lads,  as 
here  come  the  privateers  from  the  creek.” 

“I’ll  face  the  water,”  said  Captain  Nixon,  “as  I 
know  that  Jack  Barry  wou’d  murder  me  if  he 
took  me.  Friend  Dawson,  tell  the  scoundrel  that 
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I  will  meet  him  again.  I  will  fit  out  a  privateer, 
and  I  will  chase  him  over  the  ocean.” 

With  an  imprecation  on  his  lips  the  baffled  man 
spranp*  into  the  river  and  struck  out  toward  the 
left  bank. 

Three  sailors  followed  his  example,  only  to  be 
captured  by  the  Yankees  in  the  morning. 

With  ringing  cheers  the  privateers  hastened  to 
the  rescue.  Jack  Bar^  was  the  first  to  spring 
on  the  deck  of  the  frigate. 

“We  surrender,  Captain  Barry!”  cried  the  un¬ 
fortunate  commander,  “as  the  terrible  element 
disanns  us.” 

“That  is  your  luck,  sir,”  answered  the  victor; 
“but  you’ll  find  that  we  are  not  pirates,  and  we’ll 
treat  you  well.” 

Great  was  Eva’s  joy  on  finding  herself  in  one 
of  the  boats  with  her  father  and  Captain  Barry. 

“^Oh,  brave  captain,”  she  cried,  “how  can  I  ever 
thank  you!” 

“Faith,  you  needn’t  thank  me  at  all,  miss,”  was 
the  modest  reply.  “It  was  only  my  duty  to  de¬ 
stroy  the  enemy.  I  hear  that  Captain  Nixon  has 
escaped  and  he  has  sent  me  a  challenge.  Well,  I 
accept  it,  and  I  swear  to  meet  him  as  soon  as  ever 
I  can.  There  goes  the  frigate.” 


CHAPTER  XVII.— Opening  a  Bright  Career. 

There  was  great  rejoicing  among  the  patriots 
along  the  Delaware  River  on  the  following  day. 
Jack  Barry  had  destroyed  two  English  ships, 
taken  many  prisoners. 

He  had  rescued  Eva  and  her  father,  who  were 
sent  up  to  Philadelphia  as  soon  as  the  old  man 
was  able  to  travel.  And  he  proved  to  the  British 
that  the  Yankees  could  plan  and  fight  on  water 
as  well  as  on  land.  Yet  Jack  was  not  half  satis¬ 
fied.  Captain  Nixon  had  escaped,  and  that  was 
the  rascal  he  was  after. 

The  little  privateer  made  several  attempts  at 
getting  out  to  sea,  but  the  English  war  vessels 
kept  such  a  strict  blockade  below  that  it  was  im¬ 
possible  even  for  a  small  boat  to  escape  detec¬ 
tion. 

They  were  then  planning  the  capture  of  Phila¬ 
delphia,  and  they  were  very  vigilant. 

As  Jack  Barry  could  not  get  to  sea,  he  played 
the  mischief  with  the  enemy  along  the  river. 

He  attacked  supply  ships  and  scouting  parties, 
retiring  into  creeks  and  hiding-places  when  pur¬ 
sued  by  superior  vessels,  and  he  played  the  mis¬ 
chief  with  the  enemy’s  stores  in  general. 

Toward  the  end  of  the  year  Congress  fitted  out 
two  merchant  vessels  as  men-of-war,  and  Jack 
Barry  was  placed  in  command  of  one  of  them. 

When  the  national  flag  of  America  was  adopt¬ 
ed  our  bold  young  hero  was  the  first  to  unfurl  it 
on  a  ship  of  war. 

He  was  soon  after  transferred  to  the  command 
of  a  frigate,  but  he  could  not  get  out  to  sea, 
owing  to  the  Delaware  river  being  frozen  over. 

Yet  he  was  not  idle.  In  the  meantime  Eva 
Carroll  and  her  father  were  safe  in  Philadelphia, 
but  their  old  enemy  was  at  work. 

Captain  Nixon  was  in  disgrace,  and  he  was 
compelled  to  retire  from  the  English  naval  seiw- 
ice.  He  offered  to  fit  out  a  privateer,  but  the 
English  gwemment  refused  to  give  the  proper 
credentials,  having  no  faith  in  a  man  who  had 
made  so  many  blunders. 


Burning  with  mortification  and  hatred,  the 
vengeful  man  entered  the  English  army  then 
threatening  Philadelphia. 

Through  private  influence  and  money  he  soon 
received  an  appointment  as  captain  of  a  band  of 
Tories,  acting  as  scouts,  marauders,  and  spies  for 
the  English. 

While  Jack  Barry’s  frigate  lay  idle  in  the  har¬ 
bor,  the  gallant  yoimg  hero  sought  seiwice  on 
land,  and  his  old  companions  •  served  under  him 
during  the  winter. 

Bill  Crane  retired  to  Philadelphia  after  the 
destruction  of  the  frigate,  where  he  was  employed 
by  Mr.  Meredith. 

Jack  Barry  could  not  tmst  the  spy,  even  after 
the  trying  test. 

As  Eva  and  her  father  were  residing  with  Mr. 
Meredith,  Bill  Crane  had  opportunities  of  making 
love  to  the  girl.  And  so  had  Alfred  Pease.  The 
old  spy  was  in  a  fair  way  of  becoming  a  prosper¬ 
ous  man  when  the  demon  of  jealousy  entered  his 
heart,  and  all  the  evil  ideas  in  him  were  aroused 
again. 

He  saw  that  Eva  w'as  becoming  attached  to 
her  cousin,  though  she  sought  to  be  civil  to  him¬ 
self. 

Then  he  swore  that  he  vrould  win  her  himself, 
by  fair  means  or  foul,  and  put  his  rival  out  of 
the  way. 

While  brooding  over  his  disappointment  one 
night.  Bill  Crane  entered  a  tavern  to  drown  his 
sorrow  in  the  flowing  bowl. 

The  place  was  on  the  water  front  near  Market 
street,  and  it  was  much  frequented  by  the  fann¬ 
ers  from  across  the  river  in  New  Jersey. 

After  ordering  some  liquor,  the  wrqtehed  youth 
took  a  seat  in  the  back  room.  An  old  farmer 
entered  the  place  soon  after  and  took  a  seat  near 
him.  Bill  Crane  was  engrossed  in  his  own  evil 
thoughts,  yet  he  soon  realized  that  the  old  farmer 
was  regarding  him  in  a  marked  and  peculiar  man¬ 
ner. 

The  old  instinct  was  soon  aroused  in  the  young 
man,  and  he  commenced  to  watch  the  farmer  in 
turn  in  his  sly  way. 

,  “There’s  something  very  familiar  in  that  old 
fellow’s  eyes,”  he  muttered  to  himself,  “but  I’ll 
be  hanged  if  I  can  tell  where  I  met  him  before.” 

The  old  fellow  realized  that  the  young  man  was 
watching  him  also,  and  he  made  an  advance. 

Moving  over  to  the  table,  he  took  a  seat  near 
Bill  as  he  remarked: 

“  ’Pears  to  me  you’re  a  little  down  in  the  mouth, 
young  man.” 

“Yes,  I  am  down  in  the  mouth.  It  seems  to  me 
I  have  met  you  before.”  * 

The  old  farmer  grinned  and  drew  nearer  as  he 
whispered:  ^  * 

“There’s  no  use  in  old  friends^  beating  around 
the  bush.  Bill  Crane,  and  I  don’t  want  to  with 
you.  Do  you  know  me  now?” 

“Yes,  I  do — Captain  N - ” 

“Hush,  hush,  you  fool!  I  am  Fanner  Perkins 
here.  And  so  you  failed  in  >^ur  little  scheme, 
and  Alfred  Pease  is  to  bear  aw^ay  the  prize?” 

Bill  Crane  stared  at  his  okl  captain  for  a  mo¬ 
ment  as  if  dumfounded  at  his  audacity,  and  then 
he  answered,  speaking  in  very  cautious  tones: 

“You  are  very  bold,  sir,  to  come  here,  even  so 
well  disguised.  How  do  you  know  that  my  schema 
has  failed?”' 
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“Because  I  have  been  on  your  track  for  the 
last  week.” 

“And  you  think  that  I  am  ripe  to  act  with  you 
again?”* 

“That  is  my  opirvion,  Bill.  I  laiow  you  are,  and 
let  us  work  together  for  revenge,  forgetting  the 
trick  you  played  me.” 

‘T  played  no  trick,  sir.^’ 

“That  is  all  nonsense.  If  you  didn’t,  how  is 
it  that  you  are  here  now,  and  good  friends  with 
our  old  enemies?” 

The  former  spy  winced  a  little;  but  he  soon  ral¬ 
lied,  and  answered: 

“I  had  to  save  my  life  and  get  on  the  best  I 
could,  sir.  What  are  you  doirig  here  in  that  dis¬ 
guise?” 

“Can’t  you  imagine.  Bill?”  /  , 

‘T  suppose  I  can.  You  are  seeking'  revenge  on 
Jack  Barry,  who  is  still  playing  the  mischief  with 
the  English.” 

“That’s  what  I  am  after  here,  and  to  strike  at 
my  scamp  of  a  nephew  also.” 

“What  about  Miss  Eva,  sir?” 

“I  don’t  care  for  her  now>  as  her  fortune  is 
out  of  my  reach.  I  suppose  you  heard  about  her 
father  ? ” 

“Yes,  sir.  I  know  that  he  has  been  cleared  of 
the  charge  of  having  murdered  his  own  brother, 
and  that  his  fortune  has  been  restored  to  him. 
He  is  to  go  back  to  England  after  the  war  is 
over.” 

“That’s  it — ^hang  him!-  Well,  you  see  I  have  no 
chance  for  the  girl  now;  and  I  will  aid  you  in 
winning  her  if  you  will  give  me  a  hand  against 
Barry  and  Alfred  Pease.” 

“I’ll  do  it,”  answered  Bill  Crane.  “Let  us  get 
to  work  at  once.” 

Captain  Nixon  then  went  on  to  explain  about 
the  force  at  his  command.  He  had  three  spies 
then  under  him  in  the  city,  and  he  had  a  band  of 
thirty  well-aimed  Tories  awaiting  him  in  the 
woods  near  Camden. 

The  two  rascals  soon  formed  a  plot,  which  was 
to  be  put  in  force  on  the  following  night,  if  pos¬ 
sible.  It  was  New  Year’s  Eve  and  the  patiiotic 
old  merchant  entertained  his  friends  at  his  man¬ 
sion  on  Broad  street. 

General  Washin^on  was  one  of -the  honored 
guests,  and  Captain  Barry  was  another.  Eva 
Carroll  was  one  of  the  belles  of  the  evening,  and 
she  was  as  happy  as  she  could  be,  little  dreaming 
that  her  old  enemy  was  plotting  against  her. 

Several  carriages  lined  the  highway  at  mid¬ 
night,  as  the  party  was  to  break  up  at  the  dawn 
of  the  new  year.  Bill  Crdne  was  very  busy  that 
night,  and  he  worked  to  get  the  three  intended 
victims  together  at  the  close  of  the  joyous  en¬ 
tertainment. 

He  was  baffled,  however, '  as  far  as  Captain 
Barry  was  concerned,  as  the  young  sailor  escort- 
1  ed  -Ya-shington  to  his  headquarters. 

About  one  o’clock  in  the  morning  the  good  old 
merchant  was  about  to  retire  to  rest,  when  the 
cunning  spy  proposed  a  parting  cup  in  honor  of 
the  new  year.  Alfred  Pease  and  Eva  were  the 
only  others  pre.sent  in  the  reception  room,  as  the 
old  blind  gentleman  had  retired  to  rest. 

The  wine  was  poured  out,  and  Mr.  Meredith 
'  h^ld  up  his  gla.sR,  .saying:  ^ 

1  “Here’s  that  the  English  may  be  driven  from 
I  Our  republic  this  time  next  year.” 


•  _ 

They  all  drank  to  the  toast,  and  Eva  remarked, 
with  a  playful  smile  at  her  cousin: 

“And  that  we  may  be  all  as  happy  as  we  are 
to-night.” 

Bill  Crane  understood  the  i^emark,  and  he  knew 
then  that  the  cousins  were  engaged. 

The  servants  were  then  called  into  the  room, 
the  genial  old  merchant  insisting  tliat  all  should 
drink  to  the  new  year. 

Jack  Barry  made  his  home  at  the  house  of  his 
old  employer  while  in  the  city,  and  he  returned 
to  the  mansion  about  a  half  hour  later. 

Great  was  his  consternation  on  finding  the  old 
merchant  and  his  servants  sound  asleep  in  the 
reception  room,  while  Eva,  Alfred  and  Bill  Crane 
had  disappeared. 

After  searching  through  the  house.  Jack  Barry 
summoned  a  few  of  his  own  followers,  as  he 
muttered: 

“This  is  Bill  Crane’s  work,- and  I’ll  bet  my  life 
he  is  acting  with  the  enemy.  Perhaps  Captain 
Nixon  had  a  hand  in  it  also,  as  I  wonder  that  we 
didn’t  hear  from  that  rascal  before  now.” 

Among  those  selected  by  the  young  hero  were 
old  Caleb  Colt  and  Jasper  Carroll,  both  of  whom 
served  with  Captain  Barry. 

After  a  little  delay  they  succeeded  in  tracing 
a  carriage  to  the  foot  of  Vine  street,  where  a 
fisherman  gave  them  some  information  that  was 
important.  ' 


CHAPTER  XVIII.— Settling  Old  Accounts. 

Captain  Nixon  was  enraged  with  his  old  spy 
on  finding  that  Captain  Jack  Barry  had  escaped 
from  them,  but  he  did  not  show  it. 

The  plot  was  carried  out  in  the  most  perfect 
manner,  and  the  prisoners  were  safe  in  the  Jersey 
woods  before  they  recovered  from  the  effects  of 
the  drugged  winej.  . 

Then  Bill  Crane  pretended  to  the  others  that 
he  had  also  been  drugged. 

Captain  Nixon  winked  at  the  deception,  and  he 
did  not  make  himself  known. 

Yet  Eva  and  Alrfed  both  felt  that  theit  old 
enemy  had  abducteff  them,  and  that  Bill  Crane 
had  assisted  him. 

After  crossing  the  Delaware  in'  a  sleigh,  the 
prisoners  were  driven  along  toward  Trenton,/ 
which  the  English  held. 

Some  thirty  horsemen  guarded  the  sleigh  along 
the  road,  and  fliey  w^ere  all  Tories  arm^  to  the 
teeth. 

After  traveling  about  two  hours  the  party 
stopped  at  ^  deserted  farmhouse,  and  a  fire  w^as 
made  in  the  principal  room. 

Alfred  was  striving  to  cheer  Eva  when  Cap¬ 
tain  Nixon  appeared  in  the  room,  and  flung  off 
his  disguise,  crying: 

“Ha,  ha,  my  old  friends,  how  do  you  like  the 
close  of  the  entertainment?  Now  we’ll  settle  old 
accounts.”  > 

Bill  Crane  was  also  present.  Eva  shuddered  as 
she  recognied  her  old  enemy;  but  Alfred  Pease 
confronted  the  rascal  in  a  bold  manner,  and  re¬ 
plied: 

“Captain  Nixon,  you  were  baffled  before,  and 
you  will  bo  baffled  again.  Eva  will  never  be 
your  wife.” 
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“That  is  true,  as  I  promised  her  to  Bill  Crane 
here,  as  a  reward  for  nis  treachery  to-night;  yet 
I  may  change  my  mind.” 

Dill  Crane  turned  pale  and  held  down  his  head 
as  he  felt  Eva's  upbraiding  eyes  on  him. 

The  miserable  rascal  mustered  up  his  courage, 
however,  and  said: 

“Captain  Nixon,  remember  our  compact,  and  I 
trust  you  will  keep  it.” 

“Oh,  you  may  be  sure  I  will.  Look  at  the  fel¬ 
low,  Eva;  and  how  would  you  like  to  marry  him 
to-morrow  ?” 

“Oh,  rd  die  first!”  was  the  reply.  “He  is  worse 
even  than,  you  are,  as  he  was  our  friend  and  our 
guest.” 

“You  hear  what  she  says.  Bill  Crane,”  cried 
Captain  Nixon.  “She  prefers  me  to  you,  and  she 
knows  that  you  are  a  double-dyed  traitor.” 

While  thus  speaking  in  furious  tones,  the 
wretch  pointed  a  pistol  at  the  spy. 

“Oh,  don’t  fire,”  cried  Eva,  “as  I  cannot  bear 
to  see  him  die!” 

The  enraged  man  fired.  Eva  screamed  with 
terror,  and  the  young  spy  fell  on  the  floor.  He 
then  raised  his  head  and  glared  ,at  the  assassin, 
as  he  groaned  forth: 

“It  serves  me  right  for  serving  you  again,  you 
treacherous  hound!  I  no^v  predict,  with  my  dy¬ 
ing  breath,  that  Jack  Barry  will  avenge  me  ere 
long.  Oh,  Eva,  Eva!  It  was  my  infernal  jealousy 
that  tempted  me  to  become  false  to  your  friends.” 

And  the  unfortunate  youth  fell  back  on  the 
floor  with  a  deathly  groan. 

Captain  Nixon  then  turned  on  Eva  again  and 
he  pointed  to  Alfred  as  he  said: 

“Understand  me  well  now,  girl.  ^  I  have  a  Hand 
of  brave  fellows  under  me  who  wink  at  anything 
I  do.  We  serve  the  English  as  spies  and  scouts, 
and  we  are  known  as  Tories.  I  now  swear  to  you 
that  if  you  do  not  swear  to  become  my  wife  with¬ 
in  a  few  days  I  will  kill  Alfred  Pease  there  right 
before  your  eyes.  What  do  you  say?” 

“Oh,  I  cannot!” 

“Then  I  will  settle  my  account  with  the  young 
traitor,  an(j  then  force  you  to  become  my  wife.” 

And  the  wretch  turned  to  point  another  pistol 
at  tile  young  man.  Eva  screamed  with  terror, 
and  flung  herself  in  front  of  Alfred. 

Cries  of  alarm  burst  out- from  the  Tories  in  the 
yard,  followed  by  a  rattling  volley  of  pistols  and 
the  trampling  of  horses. 

Then  a  merry  voice  could  be  heard  above  the 
din,  crying: 

“You  can’t  get  away,  dogs  of  Tories,  as  Jack 
Bariy  is  here  to  raise  the  mischief  with  you  all. 
Down  with  them,  boys,  and  don’t  spare  the 
hounds.” 

“We  are  saved!”  cried  Eva,  as  she  recognized 
the  voice  of  her  old  rescuer. 

Captain  Nixon  ran  to  the  door  at  the  first  alarm 
when  he  was  flung  back  by  some  of  his  own  men, 
one  of  whom  cried  out: 

“The  Yankees  are  on  us,  captain!” 

“Then  stand  your  ground,  you  rascals!”  cried 
the  leader. 

“Yes,  stand  your  ground,  if  you  can!”  cried 
Jack  Barry,  as  he  dashed  into  the  room,  followed 
by  several  of  his  friends.  “Ha!  And  so  you 
are  here.  Captain  Nixon!  That  shot  didn’t  tell, 
and  now  try  your  sword.” 

Captain  Nixon  had  fired  at  his  young  enemy, 
but  the  bullet  missed  the  mark. 


They  then  closed  together  with  the  swords, 
while  the  patriots  swept  the  Tories  before  them 
with  ease.  After  a  brief  struggle  the  wretch  re- 
cived'a  mortal  wound  in  the  breast,  and  he  fell 
beside  Bill  Crane,  gasping  out: 

“Curse  the  day  I  first  saw  you!” 

“I  hope  many  of  your  countrymen  will  say  the 
same  before  the  war  is  over,”  answered  Jack 
Barry,  as  he  turned  to  Eva.  “Now  we  must 
away,  my  dear  girl.  Alfred,  I  am  glad  to  serve 
you.” 

Jack  Barry  and  friends  rode  back  to  Phila¬ 
delphia  as  fast  as  possible,  and  the  young  hero 
was  welcomed  and  praised  by  Washington  on  the 
following  day.  Alfred  Pease  married  Eva  three 
weeks  after,  and  Jack  Barry  was  the  bsst  man  at 
the  wedding. 


CHAPTEPv  XIX.— His  Glorious  Career. 

A  glance  at  the  naval  history  of  the  United 
States  will  show  the  after-career  of  Jack  Barry, 
the  first  commodore  in  the  navy  and  commander 
of  the  warship  Relief. 

Before  the  winter  was  over  Washington  pub¬ 
licly  thanked  Barry  and  his  men  for  their  bril¬ 
liant  services  on  land. 

In. the  year  1781  Commodore  Barry  was  in¬ 
trusted  with  the  important  mission  of  taking  the  . 
American  agent  to  France,  and  he  accomplished 
the  work,  running  the  gauntlet  through  a  large 
British  fleet. 

On  his  way  back  the  gallant  commodore  en¬ 
countered  and  captured  two  British  w-arships  in 
one  battle. 

The  gallant  hero  was  badly  wounded  in  the 
battle,  but  he  remained  on  deck  throughout  the 
terrible  struggle,  and  gave  his  orders  in  clear 
tones,  while  he  kept  crying  to  his  men: 

“Keep  at  it,  boys,  and  pepper  the  British,  as 
you  know  Jack  Barry  will  fight  to  the  death!” 
And  victory  smiled  on  him  again. 

Commodore  Barry  had  the  honor  of  taking 
Lafayette  to  France  in  safety;  and  in  the  next 
year  he  engaged  the  three  British  frigates  in  the 
West  Indian  waters;  and,  while  he  could  not 
capture  such  a  .superior  force  he  compelled  them 
to  fly  to  a  safe  harbor. 

From  the  close  of  the  war  until  the  year  of  his 
death,  in  1803,  Commodore  Barry  devoted  his 
whole  time  and  talents  to  the  development  of  the 
American  navy. 

His  whole  aim  appeared  to  be  that  America 
should  have  a  navy  able  to  cope  with  the  old  en¬ 
emy,  and  he  lived  in  the  hope  of  striking  at  the 
British  flag  again. 

The  genial  commodore  was  adored  by  those 
who  served  under  him,  and  he  took  intei.se  pride 
in  instinicting  young  officers,  whom  he  used  to 
call  his  “dear  boys.” 

And  such  was  the  glorious  career  of  Gallant 
Jack  BaiTy,  who  has  the  honor  of  being  entitled 
The  Father  of  the  American  Navy. 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “LAUGHING 
LUKE,  THE  YANKEE  SPY  OF  THE  REVOLU¬ 
TION.” 
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CURRENT  NEWS 


UMPIRED  POUO  GAME  FROM  AIRPLANE 
Kelly  Field  Texas,  has  produced  the  last  word 
in  umpires.  In  a  recent  game  of  polo  between  a 
team  from  Kelly  and  one  from  Camp  Travis 
a  DH-4B  machine,  piloted  by  Lieut.  Harry  L. 
Spec,  U.  S.  A.,  with  Lieut.  Benton  A.  Doyle,  U. 
S.  A.,  as  observer,  took  off  and  after  circling  the 
grounds  a  few  times  sent  a  radio  message  to  the 
ground  asking:  “Is  the  Camp  Travis  team  wear¬ 
ing  purple?”  The  answer  was,  “Yes,”  and  with 
this  information  the  observer  was  able  to  follow 
the  game  frbm  an  altitude  of  7,500  feet.  The 
entire  game  was  reported  by  Lieut.  Doyle  by 
radio  to  the  ground.  Such  team  play  errors  as 
“bashing”  and  “failure  to  cover  man,”  together 
with  other  features  of  the  play  apparently  un¬ 
detected  by  the  authorities  on  the  ground  were 
reported  by  the  air  umpire,  says  the  Army  Re¬ 
cruiting  News.  This  is  probably  the  first  time 
in  the  history  of  sports  that  a  polo  match  has 
been  umpired  from  an  airplane. 


WONDERFUL  STRENGTH 
In  proportion  to  size,  man  is  one  of  the  weak¬ 
est  animals  on  the  earth.  The  muscles  of  a  large¬ 
sized  oyster  will  support  a  v/eight  of  thirty-seven 
pounds.  There  is  a  crab  that  will  lift  492  times 
its  own  weight.  This  is  equivalent  of  an  average 
size  man  raising  7,3,800  pounds.  Felix  Flateao, 
a  Belgian  scientist,  who  made  many  experiments, 
found  that  the  strength  of  a  fly  which  was  able 
to  lift  a  match-stick  compared  with 'a  man’s  sup¬ 
porting  with  his  feet  a  beam  14  feet  long  and  2 
feet  6  inches  square.  There  is  a  little  bug  that 
can  drag  six  matches,  equivalent  to  a  man’s  pull¬ 
ing  330  beams  as  big  as  himself.  To  measure 
the  strength  of  insects  Flateau  constructed  deli¬ 
cate  harness  to  a  weighing  machine.  By  prod¬ 
ding  the  insects  he  made  them  move.  Then  he 
piled  on  weights  until  they  stopped.  By  this 
means  he  found  that  a  bee,  weight  for  weight, 
was  thirty  times  as  strong  as  a  horse. 


BOXED  LUNCHEONS  BEAT  RESTAURANTS 

The  “Luncheonette,”  a  combined  home-made, 
store-made  lunch  box  for* the  use  of  office  workers 
who  are  joining  in  the  “Carry-Your-Own-Lunch” 
fight  against  prevailing  restaurant  prices,  has  ap¬ 
peared.  In  a  downtowm  store  where  office  sup¬ 
plies  are  .sold  part  of  one  window  has  been  given 
over  to  the  use  of  an  enterprising  organization 
which  prepares  and  boxes  thirty  cent  lunches. 

In  the  midst  of  a  display  of  fountain  pens  and 
note  books  a  neat,  white  coated  and  capped 
maiden  daily  prepares  the  sandwiches 'which,  with 
other  eatables,  go  into  a  box  and  form  a  thirty 
cent  “luncheonette.”  Different  lunches  are  pre¬ 
pared  daily,  but  always  they  include  two  sand¬ 
wiches,  a  cookie,  pie  or  pastry,  and  some  fruit. 

Here  i  the  menu  for  the  first  day  of  this  week: 
One  chicken  salad  sandwich,  one  ham  sandwich, 
one  sugar  cookie,  one  large  chocolate  eclair  and 
one  j>€ach. 

J  edging  by  the  steady  ru.sh  of  customers,  a  lot 
of  office  worker.s  prefer  to  pay  a  small  sum  for  a 
bfixed  luncheon  rather  than  go  to  the  trouble  of 
bringing  one  from  home. 


HIGH  MOUNTAIN  PEAKS 

Colorado  easily  holds  the  record  as  being  the 
banner  State  in  the  country  for  the  largest  num¬ 
ber  of  high  mountain  peaks.  According  to  sta¬ 
tistics  recently  issued  by  the  Colorado  Mountain 
Club  that  State  has  forty-two  of  the  fifty-five 
highest' named  peaks  in  the  United  States.  The 
minimum  height  of  mountains  included  in  the 
list  is  14,000  feet.  The  highest  peak  in  Colorado 
is  Mount  Elbert,  which  is  credited  by  the  United 
States  Coast  and  Geodetic  Survey  with  a  height 
of  14,419  feet.  It  is  only  exceeded  by  Mount 
Whitney  in  California,  the  highest  peak  in  the 
country,  having  an  altitude  of  14,501  feet.  After 
Mount  Elbert  comes  Mount  Rainier  in  the  State 
of  Washington,  14,408  feet.  Mount  Massive,  in 
Colorado,  ranks  fourth,  14,404  feet,  and  Blanco 
Peak  in  the  same  State  is  fifth,  14,390  feet. 

Recent  measurements,  says  the  Colorado 
Mountain  Club,  have  reduced  the  elevations  of 
Mount  of  the  Holy  Cross  and  Buckskin  "Moun¬ 
tain,  placing  them  below  the  14,000  foot  class. 
The  name  of  Crestone  has  been  given  to  the  peak 
formerly  known  as  Three  Tetons,  and  Glacier 
Mountain  has  been  named  Mount  WTlson,  these" 
two  peaks  being  respectively  seventeenth  and 
thirty-sixth  in  the  Colorado  list. 


THE  WARNING  WHISTLE 

The  latest  instance  of  ingenuity  as  applied  to 
automobile  accessories  consists  of  a  casing  con¬ 
necting  the  pump  connection  with  the  tire  valve 
and  having  a  sounding  chamber  communicating 
with  the  main  air  passage  by  a  small  opening 
which  is  closed  by  a  valve.  This  valve  is  held 
upon  its  seat  by  a  graduated  spring,  mounted  in 
the  sounding  chamber,  and  the  cover  of  the  sound¬ 
ing  chamber  has  an  opening  covered  by  a  har¬ 
monic  vibrating  reed. 

In  using  this  device  it  is  first  “set  to  the  re¬ 
quired  pressure  by  removing  the  cover  of  the 
sounding  chamber  and  '  shifting  the  graduated 
spring  around  its  center  until  the  section  ad¬ 
justed  for  the  pressure  desired  coveyTs  the  valve 
and  holds  it  to  its  seat.  After  replacing  the 
cover,  the  indicator  is  screw^ed  on  the  valve  of  the 
tire  and  the  air  supply  hose  attached.  The  pump 
is  then  started  and  kept  going  until  the  reed  in 
the  cover  of  the  indicator  sounds  the  warning 
that  the  proper  pressure  has  been  reached  in  the 
tire. 

The  action  is  simple.  The  spring  having  been 
set  for  a  certain  pressure,  the  valve  connecting 
with  the  main  passage  will  be  held  upon  its  seat 
by  the  spring  as  long  as  the  pressure  in  the  tire 
is  less  than  the  predetermined  amount.  But  as 
soon  as  the  desired  pressure  is  exceeded,  the 
pressure  in  the  main  passage  will  overcome  the 
pre.ssure  of  the  spring,  the  valve  will  be  lifted 
from  its  seat,  and  air  will  pass  into  the  sounding 
chamber  and  will  set  the  reed  into  vibration, 
thereby  giving  the  warning  whistle  to  the  person 
at  the  pump. 
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CHIIilllE  CHAPMAN’S  COURAGE 

— OR— 

THE  BOY  WHO  TOOK  CARE  OF  HIS 

MOTHER 


By  WILLIAM  WADE 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 

CHAPTER  IX. 

Charles  Goes  A- Wooing. 

They  had  built  on  a  roomy  kitchen,  and  had 
put  some  old  second-hand  window  frames  into  the 
crib,  so  that  it  was  habitable. 

Charlie  put  the  final  work  on  it  himself,  by 
painting  the  old  makeshift  a  pretty  green. 

“Golly,  lad,  but  you  are  extravagant,  ter  put 
all  that  expensive  paint  on  a  place  fer  me  and 
the  wife,”  said  Hez,  as  he  looked  at  the  improve¬ 
ment.  ^  ^  . 

“Not  at  all,”  said  Charlie.  “It  is  a  good  in¬ 
vestment,  and  I  treaded  a  pig  for  enough  paint  to 
put  over  the  place.  My  dad  was  a  great  believer 
in  painting  a  farmhouse.  He  came  from  up  in 
New  England,  where  they  paint  the  houses  every 
spring.  That  is  why  the  Yankee  farmhouses 
last  a  couple  of  hundred  years.” 

“Thunder,  I  never  thought  about  it  that-away,” 
said  Hez,  “ye’re  a  lot  spryer  than  most  young 
fellers.  I  guess  it’s  ’cause  ye  never  waste  yer 
time  over  the  gals,  but  ’tend  strictly  to  business 
all  day  long.” 

The  young  fellow  smiled  good-naturedly. 

Pie  had  never  let  the  other  man  know  how 
much  he  thought  about  a  certain  pretty  girl,  for 
Charlie  believed  in  keeping  such  things  locked  up 
inside  his  breast. 

But  just  that  afternoon  he  was  planning  to 
go  and  see  Judge  Cromley’s  daughter,  Frances, 
and  the  reader  can  guess  that  he  was  deeply  in¬ 
terested  in  that  particular  young  beauty. 

“I  don’t  believe  it  is  too  good  to  watch  pretty 
dresses  all  the  time,  Hez,”  said  Charlie.  “But 
occasionally  a  fellow  likes  to  see  them  flutter. 
And  that  reminds  me,  I  believe  that  I  will  take  a 
V^ide  up  to  Fernbank,  and  see  a  girl  I  know.” 

V  “Ho,  ho!”  chuckled  Hezekiah.  “I  might  a- 
khowed  ye  wasn’t  no  exception  to  the  rest.  Waal, 
I’ll  do  the  chores  around,  fer  ye’ve  finished  up 
about  everythin’  else.” 

Charlie  went  to  his  room,  and  donned  his  natti¬ 
est  clothes,  and  even  though  a  country  lad,  he 
was  one  of  the  kind  who  believed  it  no  disgrace 
to  keep  himself  clean  and  well  dressed — in  the 
times  when  well-kept  clothes  were  appropriate. 

“Ah,  Charlie,  where  is  my  wandering  boy  go¬ 
ing  to  wander  now?”  asked  his  mother  as  she 
peeped  at  him. 

“You  can  guess — just  to  make  a  little  call  on 
Frances.  The  judge  invited  me  to  come  up  for 
'supper  this  evening — said  it  a  couple  of  days 
ago,  and  if  you  won’t  be  lonely,  I  will  go.” 


“Of  course  you  must  go,”  said  the  gentle  moth¬ 
er.  “Mrs.  Denny  and  the  little  ones  are  still  liv¬ 
ing  in  the  house  here,  and  will  keep  me  company. 

So  go  right  up  and  have  a  good  time.” 

Charlie  kissed  her  affectionately,  and  then 
mounted  Black  Nell,  for  he  always  preferred  rid¬ 
ing  the  spirited  little  pony  to  driving  behind  the 
fastest  horse. 

Black  Nell  loved  her  master,  and  it  was  a 
pleasure  for  her  to  take  him  about,  as  could  be 
seen  from  her  spirited  manner  when  Charlie  rode 
her  about  the  countryside. 

The  youth  reached  Fernbank  after  a  pleasant 
little  dash,  and  quieted  his  pace  as  he  entered  the 
town. 

Everybody  he  passed  had  a  good  word  for  the 
youth,  and  he  received  greetings  and  smiles  as 
he  passed.  It  is  such  an  easy  thing  for  a  young 
chap  to  be  popular — only  common  sense  and  kind¬ 
ness  being  needed.  Yet  so  few  lads  really  enjoy 
the  pleasures  that  come  from  being  popular 
wherever  they  go. 

There  was  only  one  fellow  in  Fernbank  who 
really  disliked  jolly  Charlie,  and  this  was  the  son 
of  the  president  of  the  village  bank,  Lewis  Hen- 
Ion. 

He  was  a  bright  boy,  and  he,  too,  had  been  pre¬ 
paring  for  college  under  the  tutoring  of  Professor 
Benson. 

Lew -Henlon,  however,  did  not  possess  Charlie 
Chapman’s  ability  to  study  and  stick  to  his  work. 
He  was  used  to  getting  what  he  wanted  by  merely 
asking  his  father,  and  he  looked  with  scorn  upon 
the  unlucky  lad  whose  parent  had  died. 

Lew  Henlon,  however,  had  an  idea  to  beauty, 
and  he  shared  Charlie’s  good  taste — so  much  so, 
that  he  was  a  steady  admirer  of  Frances  Crom- 
ley. 

Now,  in  her  heart  Frances  was  very  fond  of 
Charlie,  but  girls  are  strange  creatures.  The 
very  fact  that  her  father  was  so  favorable  to 
Charlie’s  chances  made  her  pretend  often  that 
she  did  not  care  a  bit  for  the  lad. 

When  Charlie  reached  her  house  that  afternoon 
he  was  told  by  the  servant  girl  that  Miss  Fran¬ 
ces  had  gone  I  out  driving  on  the  lower  river  road 
with  Lew  Henlon. 

“You’ll  find  her  here  in  about  two  hours,”  said 
the  girl,  with  a  laugh,  for  she  enjoyed  making 
Charlie  squirm  a  bit. 

“Well,  I’ll  be  back  again  in  a  couple  of  hours, 
then,”  said  the  youth.  “I  am  coming  to  supper 
anyway.  Where’s  the  judge?” 

“He’s  down  the  street  at  his  office — there  hp 
comes  now,’'  said  the  girl. 

Charlie  mounted  Black  Nell  and  rode  down  to 
meet  his  old  friend. 

“Well,  I  guess  I’ll  have  to  suck  my  thumb, 
judge,  for  your  daughter  is  out  wifli  my  hated 
rival  enjoying  tlie  scenery  of  the  lower  river 
road,”  said  Charlie,  with  a  good-natured  laugh. 
The  judge  grinned. 

“Well,  Charlie,  I  don’t  care  for  that  Lewis,  and 
we  men  of  the  world  must  stick  together.  Fran¬ 
ces  is  a  coquette.  By  Blackstonc,  1  have  an 
ideal” 

(To  be  continued) 
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THE  NEWS  IN  SHORT  ARTICLES. 


DRUNKEN  SWINE  GIVE  CLUE 

A  drove  of  intoxicated  hogs  gave  Prohibition 
officers  the  clue  that  led  to  seizure  of  a  giant  still 
and  arrest  of  two  men  in  Letcher  County,  Ky. 
Returning  from  an  expedition  through  the  Cum^ 
berland  River  headwaters,  Officers  James  Toliver, 
Felix  G.  Fields  and  John  G.  W.  Collins  reported 
destruction  of  six  stills.  The  largest  was  found 
in  a  dark  ravine  near  the  mountain  top.  Officers 
ran  across  a  bunch  of  hogs  cutting  weird  capers. 
A  search  revealed  a  modem  outfit  near  by. 
Joseph  Riggs  was  arrested  at  the  still.  Henry 
Sutgrill  also  was  taken  into  custody.  The  hogs 
had  been  drinking  beer  and  refuse  from  the  still. 


BOY  HANGS  HIMSELF  WHILE  EXERCISING 

Henry  C.  Ware,  Jr.,  16  years  old,  son  of  Henry 
C.  Ware,  secretary  of  the  Murphy  Varnish  Com¬ 
pany.  Newark,  accidentally  hanged  himself  with 
an  exercising  -apparatus  the  other  night  in  his 
home  at  5  Glenwood  avenue,  Orange,  N.  J.,  while 
his  family  chatted  with  visitors  downstairs.  His 
body  was  found  by  his  mother. 

The  apparatus  consisted  of  a  strap  which  went 
around  his  neck,  attached  to  a  rope  w-hich  led 
through  a  pulley  attached  to  the  ceiling.  The 
rope  was  long  enough  to  permit  the  other  end 
of  the  rope  to  dangle  within  reach  of  Ware’s 
hands.  By  pulling  on  the  end  of  the  rope  with 
his  hands  the  strap  around  his  neck  would  lift 
him  from  the  floor.  The  rope  got  caught  at  the 
pulley  and  left  him  dangling  four  feet  from  the 
floor,  w'here  he  strangled  to  death. 


OUR  LATEST  BATTLESHIPS  AND 
BATTLE  CRUISERS 

Our  latest  battleships  of  the  “Indiana”  class, 
of  43,200  tons  displacement  and  23  knots  speed, 
carrying  tw^elve  16-inch  guns,  will  be  electrically 
driven.  The  turbines  of  60,000  combined  horse¬ 
power  will  develop  their  full  rated  load  at  265 
pounds  pressure,  50  degrees  superheat,  and  28  1-2 
inches  vacuum.  The.  six  new  battle  cruisers  of 
43,500  horse-power  and  35  knots  speed  carrying 
eight  16-inch  guns,  will  also  be  driven  electric¬ 
ally.  Tvro  of  them,  the  “Ranger”  and  the  “Con¬ 
stellation”  will  carr>’  four  Westinghouse  turbines 
of  49,750  brake  horse-power,  the  current  from 
which  w'ill  be  developed  on  eight  Westinghouse 
motors,  each  of  22,500  horse-power. 


CAUSE  OF  EARTHQUAKE  AND  VOLCANO 
Great  earthquakes,  says  the  Scientific  American, 
are  mostly  from  one  of  two  causes — the  shrinking 
of  the  earth  due  largely  to  cooling,  or  the  effects 
of  volcanic  action.  Both  of  these  effects  must 
per.si.st  .so  long  as  the  causes  are  active. 

In  the  long  future  both  causes  will  cease  to  be 
V  active,  and  earthquakes  must  cease.  But  no  sci¬ 
entist  wouh!  say  in  years  when  that  time  will 
come.  Certainijr  not  in  our  time.  Geologv  reck¬ 
on®  time  in  thousands  and  in  millions  of  years, 
and  earthquakes  now  occur  by  the  thousand  each 
year.  It  i-  e  timated  that  there  are  30,000  earth- 
quaxes  a  ^ear  -.hich  are  large  enough  to  be  per¬ 


ceived  by  the  senses,  and  an  almost  innumerable 
number  of  lesser  tremors  which  are  too  small  to 
be  perceived. 

Most  of  our  earthquakes  are  due  to  the  cooling 
of  the  earth  and  the  shrinkage  of  its  strata  from 
cooling.  The  result  is  the  breaking,  folding  and 
slipping  of  the  strata  upon  each  other.  A  slip  of 
but  a  short  distance  will  produce  a  large  effect 
upon  buildings  and  the  earth’s  surface.  A  mo¬ 
tion  of  a  fifth  of  an  inch,  it  is  said,  will  throw 
chimneys  down. 

The  greater  part  of  the  United  States  seems 
to  be  free  from  violent  earthquakes,  but  in  the 
past  there  have  been  great  earthquakes  in  several 
regions.  In  1811-1812  a  series  was  felt  in  the 
Lower  Mississippi  Valley  which  has  been  charac¬ 
terized  as  “of  world-shaking  order.”  The  last 
considerable  earthquake  in  the  East  was  the 
Charleston  earthquake  in  1886.  These  facts  seem 
to  indicate  that  severe  shocks  are  not  as  common 
as  a  century  and  more  ago. 

The  great  earthquake  regions  of  the  earth  lie 
in  two  circles,  one  surrounding  the  Pacific  Ocean 
and  the  other  lying  nearlv  east  and  w’est  around 
the  earth  through  the  Mediterranean,  Southern 
Asia,  the  East  and  the  West  Indies. 


HIS  BEST  RELATION 
By  Mary  Leon 
I’ve  got  lots  of  relatives. 

Uncles,  aunts,  and  such. 

Brothers,  sisters,  cousins,  too. 

And  like  them  very  much. 

But  the  one  I  like  the  best  of  all 
Is  one  I  never  saw; 

I  know  it’s  funny,  but  it’s  ’cause 
He’s  so  good  to  my  paw. 

My  paw,  he  calls  him  Uncle  Sam; 

Says  he’s  my  uncle,  too; 

That  s  queer,  but  right  I  know,  because 
My  paw  says  always  true. 

Paw  he  gets  letters  from  this  man 
Most  every  once  in  a  while; 

And  when  he  sees  the  envelope 
It  always  makes  him  smile. 

For  he  sees  straight  through  the  letter, 
And  says:  “Well,  I  expec’ 

That  this  here  letter  now  contains 
Your  Uncle  Samuel’s  check. 

Lor  interest  on  my  Vict’ry  Bonds; 

And  now,  small  son  of  mine, 
on  your  cap  and  come  along 
1 11  get  you  something  fine.” 

I  don’t  know  what  a  coupon  is. 

Nor  checks  nor  interest. 

But  I  know  of  all  my  relatives 
My  Uncle  Sam  is  best. 

-  Buy  W.  S.  S. - 
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A  SLIPPERY  SCOUNDREL 


By  JOHN  SHERMAN. 


A  few  days  ago  I  chanced  to  read  a  paragraph 
in  a  paper  concerning  a  certain  New  York  poli¬ 
tician  who  was  once  a  prominent  official  here  and 
v/ho  has  since  been  compelled  to  seek  a  home  in 
a  foreign  land.  The  man  referred  to  was  Slip¬ 
pery  Dick.  I  once  knew  another  customer  who 
was  called  Slippery  Dick,  but  he  was  famed  as  one 
of  the  ablest  burglars  in  the  country.  And  wasn’t 
Dick  Duncan  a  slippery  scoundrel — in  more  ways 
than  one? 

He  was  an  ugly  looking  rascal.  Had  he  lived 
in  the  present  day  he  would  be  called  a  dude, 
as  he  generally  aped  the  Cockney  style  of  dress. 
And  wasn’t  he  a  great  favorite  with  the  silly 
girls?  When  I  first  met  Dick  Duncan  he  was  a 
bookkeeper  in  a  hardware  store  in  New  York  and 
he  was  regarded  as  a  respectable  young  man. 
The  firm  -deemed  it  wise  to  investigate  his  ac¬ 
counts  and  Dick  became  so  indignant  that  he  left 
the  city  in  disgust,  taking  some  thousands  of  dol¬ 
lars  and.  a  trusting  young  girl  named  Jane  Mor¬ 
ton  along  with  him. 

Ten  years  after  his  disappearance  a  care-worn 
looking  lady  called  on  -me.  The  lady  was  poor 
Jane  Morton  of  other  days. 

“You  recognize  me,  Mr.  Fox?”  she  said,  and 
her  voice  shook, 

“Yes,  Miss — Mrs.  Duncan,  but  I  heard  that  you 
were  dead.” 

“And  I  am  dead  to  the  world — to  every  one 
save  yourself.  Oh,  sir,  will  you  not  help  me  to 
be  avenged  on  one  of  the  most  infamous  scoun¬ 
drels  that  ever  lived?” 

“To  whom  do  you  allude?” 

“To  my  husband — Richard  Duncan — to  the  man 
who  believes  that  he  has  murdered  me  and  that 
I  will  never  trouble  him  again.” 

“What  can  I  do  for  you?  State  your  case  to 
me.” 

\She  soon  set  about  telling  me  her  story.  When 
she  ran  away  with  Dick  Duncan  she  did  not  know 
he  was  a  thief  and  he  made  her  his  wife  before 
they  left  New  York.  Asserting  that  he  had  a 
fortune  left  him  by  some  relatives  in  Scotland, 
they  set  sail  for  Liverpool,  but  the  rascal  took 
her  to  London  instead  of  Scotland.  Soon  after 
arriving  there  she  learned  that  he  had  joined  a 
gang  of  burglars  and  she  left  him,  procuring  a 
place  for  herself  as  seamstress  in  a  wealthy  Lon¬ 
don  family  who  had  a  country  seat  outside  of  the 
city.  Several  months  after  leaving  her  husband 
Jane  went  out  to  the  country  seat  with  the  fami¬ 
ly.  Very  soon  after  the  house  was  entered  by 
burglars,  who  made  off  with  a  large  quantity  of 
valuables.  '  • 

The  ma.ster  and  servants  gave  chase  to  the 
burglars,  and  one  of  the  raScals  was  captured 
and  proved  to  be  Dick  Duncan.  ^ 

He  was  tried,  convicted  and  sentenced  to  prison 
for  twenty-one  years.  Jane  saw  her  husband  in 
the  dock,  but  she  did  not  pretend  to  know  him. 
Years  afterward  the  former  seamstress  became 
the  companion  of  the  young  lady  of  the  house, 
who  was  very  charming  as  well  as  a  rich  heiress. 

They  all  resided  at  the  country  seat  again  and 


the  master  of  the  house  brought  an  officer,  Cap¬ 
tain  Cameron,  down  from  London,  who  stated  that 
he  was  formerly  in  the  United  States  Army.  Jane 
met  him  out  on  the  lawn  on  the  first  evening  of 
his  visit  and  she  at  once  recognized  him  as  her 
convict  husband.  And  the  recognition  was  mu¬ 
tual. 

“I  have  been  looking  for  you  ever  since  I  re¬ 
turned  here,  my  dear  wife,”  he  said,  “and  I  now 
want  you  to  go  off  to  the  Continent  with  me, 
where  we  can  live  in  luxury.” 

“I  will  never  live  with  you  again,”  she  replied. 

“Then  you  will  die  with  me!”  cried  the  villain 
as  he  struck  her  on  the  temple  and  hurled  her 
into  ther  deep  river.  Though  half  stunned  by  the 
cruel  blow,  Jane  recovered  her  senses  soon  after 
touching  the  water.  Realizing  that  if  she  made 
an  outcry  her  villainous  husband  would  spring 
in  after  her  and  finish  the  work,  she  kept  herself 
afloat  and  looked  up.  The  cowardly  wretch  fled 
from  the  spot  immediately.  Swimming  along  with 
the  current,  she  managed  to  crawl  out  at  length. 

Having  regained  her  breath  she  walked  on  until 
she  reached  a  farmhouse  some  miiles  from  the 
villa.  She  fell  fainting  at  the  door  of  the  farm¬ 
house,  and  the  woman  of  the  house  placed  her  in 
bed.  Jane  did  not  awake  until  next  morning  and 
then  she  heard  startling  news.  The  villa  had  beqn 
robbed  again  and  the  master  himself  had  been 
murdered  in  his  bed. 

“Just  think  of  it,”  said  the  farmer’s  wife,  “that 
the  leader  of  the  burglars  should  come  down  there 
pretending  to  be  a  real  captain,  and  who  do  you 
think  was  his  companion  in  crime?” 

“I’m  sure  I  can’t  say,”  said  Jane,  trembling 
with  apprehension. 

“His  own  wife,  who  was  the  trusted  companion 
of  the  lady  of  the  house.  It  all  came  from  one 
•of  the  Villains,  who  was  mortally  w^ounded  and 
caught.  He  confessed  before  he  died.” 

Poor  Jane  made  up  a  story  that  she  Jived  in 
London  and  that  she  was  out  in  a  small  boat 
with  friends  when  it  capsized. 

She  did  not  dare  go  back  to  her  friends  again, 
for  how  was  she  to  disprove  the  grave  charge 
against  her?  Fortunately  she  had  her  purse  in 
her  pocket  and  hired  the  farmer’s  wagon  to  bear 
her  to  London  that  evening.  Changing  her  ap¬ 
pearance  as  much  as  possible  she  sought  lodgings 
in  the  city. 

The  savings  of  years  were  deposited  in  a  Lon¬ 
don  bank  under  an  assumed  name;  she  had  no 
trouble  in  drawing  the  money. 

“After  that,  Mr.  Fox,”  she  continued,  “I  had 
but  one  object  in  life.  You  must  readily  guess 
what  that  object  is.”  ^ 

“To  bring  your  scoundrel  of  a  husband  to  jus¬ 
tice,  I  suppose.” 

“That  is  what  I  live  for.  That  is  what  brought 
me  back  to  New  York. 

“And  he  does  not  suspect  that  you  are  still 
alive?” 

“He  hasn’t  the  slightest  suspicion  of  it.  Will 
you  aid  me  in  hunting  him  down?  I  have  to  warn 
you  that  he  is  a  slippery  scoundrel,  as  well  as  a 
desperate  fellow.  I  can  reward  you,  and  my 
young  lady  friend,  who  is  in  this  city  at  present, 
will  also  richly  reward  you  for  assisting  in  the 
punishment  of  her  father’s  murderer.’ 
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*‘Did  the  young  lady  or  her  friends  ever  sus¬ 
pect  that  you  were  the  wife  of  a  convict?” 

“Oh,  no*  I  told  them  that  I  was  the  wddow  of 
an  American  mate,  and  that  I  had  run  away  witJf 
him  from  home  here.” 

“I  see.  Is  Dick  Duncan  much  changed  in  ap¬ 
pearance?”  ^ 

“He  is,  and  he  is  very  clever  at  disguises  alsa 
I  would  hardly  have  known  him  but  for  his  nose 
and  his  villainous  eyes.  Oh,  that  I  should  ever 
care  for  such  a  wretch!” 

“I  will  undertake  the  job.” 

“When?” 

“This  very  instant.  Draw  down  your  veil  and 

come  along.”  # 

Proceeding  to  a  livery  stable  I  engaged  a  car¬ 
riage  driven  by  a  cunning  fellow  named  Jake 
Posvell,  who  had  often  assisted  me  in  tracking 
down  evil-doers.  Jake  drove  up  Broadway  to  the 
neighborhood  where  the  eager  woman  had  last 
seen  her  wicked  nusband.  We  drove  up  and  down 
for  over  an  hour  but  w^e  did  not  get  a  glimpse 
of  Slippery  Dick  Duncan. 

Jane  pii^  on  male  .attire,  as  well  as  a  pair  of 
whiskers.  One  evening,  as  we  were  passing  along 
Bleecker  street,  which  was  then  inhabited  by  sOme 
of  our  old  wealthy  families,  we  heard  a  loud  voice 
raised  in  anger  issuing  from  a  basement.  I 
stopped  to  listen,  as  did  Jane.  It  was  a  woman’s 
voice  and  she  was  crying  out  in  a  harsh,  shrill 
tone:  “Do  you  imagine  I  do  not  know  you,  you 
scoundrel?” 

“Indeed,  you  are  very  much  mistaken,  my  good 
woman,”  replied  a  man’s  voice  in  milder  strains. 

“The  impudence  of  you  to  tell  me  that  to  my 
face!”  cried  the  old  woman  as  she  shook  her 
clenched  hand  in  the  fellow’s  face;  “you  are  a 
robber  and  you  are  sneaking  about  here  after 
Mary  so  as  to  get  a  cha;;ce  to  rob  the  house.  But 
1  will  denounce  you;  T  will  have  you  arrested. 
Police: — police !” 

The  old^  woman  was  about  to  spring  to  the 
door,  when  the  smiling  rascal  let  fly  with  his  left 
hand,  struck  her  a  hard  blow  on  the  temple  and 
knocked  her  on  the  floor.  I  sprang  to  the  door  on 
the  instant  and  I  had  my  hand  on  his  shpulder 
before  he  could  turn  around  to  retreat  as  I 
cried : 

“You  are  my  prisoner,  Dick  Duncan!” 

“This  is  too  much!”  cried  Dick.  -.“Are  you  an 
officer?” 

“I  am,  and  my  name  is  Fox.  You  may  remem¬ 
ber  that  I  boarded  in  a  house  on  Hudson  street 
ten  years  ago,  and - ” 

Before  I  could  utter  another  word  the  fellow 
let  fly  at  me  with  fearful  force  and  I  was  sent 
sprawling  over  the  woman. 

He  then  rushed  for  the  door.  His  disguised 
wife  stood  there  before  him,  pistol  in  hand,  as 
she  cried: 

“Surrender,  you  scoundrel,  or  I  will  kill  you, 
as  you  killed  Mr.  Marlow  and  tried  to  kill  me! 
I  am  your  wife,  Jane  Morton!”  The  fellow  start¬ 
ed  back  for  an  instant,  uttered  a  cry  of  surprise, 
then  darted  over  me  to  the  inner  door  and  dashed 
out  into  the  entry  leading  upstairs,  crying:  “By 
Geo-gf:,  but  this  is  a  surprise!  I  must  give  them 

Dick  Duncan  escaped  me  that  evening  and  I 


didn’t  see  anything  of  him  for  a  year  after,  al¬ 
though  he  was  in  the  city  during  the  time  and 
working  at  his  business  like  a  beaver. 

His  wife  never  grew  tired  of  hunting  him  dov/n. 
One  .day  she  ran  into  my  office,  fearfully  agitated 
as  she  cried: 

“I  have  him  again!” 

“Where  is  he?” 

“He  is  down  in  a  vessel  at  the  foot  of  Burling 
Slip,  and  he’s  disguised  as  a  sailor..  The  vessel 
is  about  to  sail  for  Liverpool.  Hasten  and  dis-  ^ 
guise  yourself  or  he  will  give  us  the  slip  again.” 
Hiring  a  small  boat,  we  pushed  out  and  I  ad¬ 
dressed  the  captain  at  once,  saying: 

“You  have  a  sailor  onjDoard  here  who  is  want¬ 
ed  on  shore.” 

“Which  one?”  asked  the  captain  as  I  showed 
him  rny  badge.  ^ 

“The  man  came  on  beard  sober  an  hour  ago.”  I 
said  as  I  took  a  rapid  glance  at  the  busy  sailors. 
“Still  the  man  we*  want  is  not  on  deck.” 

At  that  moment  a  cry  rang  out:  “Man  over¬ 
board!  man  overboard!”  I  sprang  to  the  side  of 
the  vessel  and  my  companion  sprang  with  me.^ 
We  could  see  a  man  in  the  water,  sv/imming  along 
with  the  tide  about  twenty  yards  below  the  ves¬ 
sel. 

“  ’Tis  the  slippery  scoundreH”  cried  the  dis¬ 
guised  woman;  “and  he  is  trying  escape  us.” 

“Get  into  the  boat  and  we’ll  go  after  the  ras¬ 
cal!”  I  cried. 

We  were  in  the  boat  as  soon  as  possible. 

We  were  gaining  on  hiin  as  he  neai^ed  the  dock, 
when  the  woman  cried:  '  “He’ll  escape  again,  the 
slippery  scoundrel!  I’ll  shoot  him!”  Drawing  a 
pistol  as  she  spoke,  Jane  took  aim  and  fired  at 
her  husband.  The  rascal  flung  up  his  hands, 
uttered  a  cry  of  agony  and  disappeared  beneath 
the  water. 

We  watched  around  for 'two  hours,  but  he  did 
not  appear  again.  Still,,  the  vengeful  wife  would 
not  make  up  her  mind  that  he  was  dead.  As  she 
became  very  crazy  from  her  troubles  I  had  her 
consigned  to  an  insane  asylum  near  the  city.  One 
morning  as  I  approached  the  asylum  I  noticed  a 
crowd  of  people  gathered  around  some  objects  in 
the  grounds  outside  the  wall.  “What’s  the  mat-  » 
ter  over  there?”  I  asked  a  man  hastening  toward 
me.  ^ 

“Two  of  the  inmates  of  the  asylum,”  he  re¬ 
plied,  “a  man  and  a  woman,  have  just  been 
found  dead  over  there.  They  must  have  mur¬ 
dered  each  other,  as  they  were  locked  together  in 
a  deadly  embrace.” 

I  looked  at  the  woman  and  I  recognized  my  old 
girl  friend  at  once.  I  then  turned  to  look  at  the 
dead  man  and  I  exclaimed:  “Good  heavens!  but 
this  is  strange.  It  is  her  rascally  husband!”  It 
was  Slippery  Dick  Duncan  without  a  doubt,  and 
he  had  been  choked  to  death  by  his  much-injured 
wife,  who  had  also  perished  in  the  fatal  strug¬ 
gle.  I  could  never  make  out  how  they  had  both 
left  the  building  on  the  previous  night,  but  I  was 
informed  by  an  old  burglar  acquaintance  that 
Dick  had  never  been  in  his  right  mind  after 
escaping  from  the  water  with  a  bullet  in  his 
head.  He  was  sent  to  the  asylum  by  some  of  his 
burglar  friends. 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 


FAMOUS  VETERAN  A  FARMER 
Serg'eant-Major  J.  Kelly,  V.  C.  Veteran  of  the 
Afghan,  Egyptian,  Boer  and  great  wars,  aged  65 
years,  has  taken  a  homestead  on  Cortez  Island, 
B.  C.  He  won  his  Victoria  Cross  in  1879  in  Af¬ 
ghanistan.  He  came  to  Canada  in  1900,  and  went 
to  Europe  in  the  last  war  with  the  First  Division. 


BIG  WAGES  FOR  CORN  CUTTERS 
Corn  cutters  in  Waynesboro,  Pa.,  are  being  paid 
from  15  to  18  cents  a  shock.  With  corn  standing 
straight  and  unmarred  by  damaging  storms,  a 
laborer  can  and  does  cut  anywhere  from  forty  to 
sixty  shocks  of  com  a  day,  netting  a  daily  wage 
of  Aom  $6  to  $9.  Some  make  as  high  as  $12 
a  day. 


USED  COWS  TO  CUT  GRASS 
Residents  of  Bellefonte,  Pa.,  have  been-  greatly 
shocked  to  learn  that  cows  have  been  pastured  in 
the  beautiful  Union  Cemetery,  where  lie  the  re¬ 
mains  of  three  Governors  of  the  State,  Senators, 
Congressmen,  Judges  and  many  others  of  promi¬ 
nence,  An  investigation  revealed  that  the  care¬ 
taker,  who  is  paid  for  keeping  the  grass  cut  in 
the  cemetery,  has  been  pasturing  his  cow’s  in 
the  home  of  the  dead. 


ENORMOUS  QUANTITIES  OF  RED  BOOTY 
TAKEN  BY  POLES 

President  Pilsudski  is  at  the  northern  front 
personally  commanding  the  drive  which  it  is  an¬ 
nounced  has  resulted  in  the  complete  defeat  of 
sixteen  Russian  Bolshevik  divisions.  The  staffs 
of  the  3d  and  4th  Bolshevik  Armies  have  been 
captured,  and  the  staffs  of  the  21st,  41st,  55th 
and  57  Divisions  and  of  several  brigades  and  regi¬ 
ments  also  have  been  taken  prisoners.  The  total 
number  of  prisoners  is  given  at  42,000. 

Guns  to  the  number  of  166  have  been  captured, 
and  in  addition  900  machine  guns,  1,800  armored 
cars,  seven  armored  trains,  three  airplanes,  twen¬ 
ty-one  locomotives,  2,500  wagons,  ten  motor  cars 
and  great  stores  of  ammunition  and  other  mate¬ 
rials  which  the  Bolshevik  had  assembled  for  a  fall 
drive  against  the  Poles  have  been  taken. 


OKLAHOMA  CLAIMS  OLDEST  WOMAN 

VOTER 

Woman  suffrage  was  received  with  no  more 
delight  by  any  woman  in  the  State  than  by  Mrs. 
Elizabeth  Davison,  Lake  township,  Comanche 
county,  who  is  probably  the  oldest  voter  in  the 
State  of  Oklahoma  and  probably  in  the  United 
States.  Mrs.  Davison,  who  is  110  years  old, 
registered  for  the  first  time  at  the  registration 
preceding  the  recent  primary. 

“Grandma”  Davison,  as  she  is  better  known,  is 
taking  an  active  interest  in  politics,  especially  in 
the  candidacy  of  Elmer  Thomas,  candidate  for 
Congress  from  the  Sixth  District,  with  whom  she 
has  been  close  friends  for  many  years.  “Grand¬ 
ma”  Davison  lives  in  the  Wichita  Mountains,  a 
short  distance  above  Medicine  Park. 

She  was  born  in  Scotland  in  1810.  She  came 
with  her  parents  to  the  United  States  and  locat¬ 
ed  in  Tennessee.  Later  she  moved  to  Texas  and 
at  the  opening  in  1901,  came  to  Oklahoma  to 
take  up  a  homestead.  Mrs.  Davison  is  remarkably 
active  for  her  age.  She  registered  as  a  Demo¬ 
crat  at  the  recent  registration. 

LAUGHS 

Mrs.  Benton  Holme — Why,  Tommy,  you're  a 
perfect  little  pig.  Now,  aren’t  you  sorry  you  ate 
so  much  roast  beef?  Tommy — Yes’m;  cause  I 
ain’t  got  any  room  left  for  another  plate  of  ice 
cream. 


“So  they  threw  cabbages  and  other  vegetables 
at  you  in  all  the  towns  the  company  played.  The 
tour  must  have  been  a  failure.”  “No,  a  profitable 
success.  The  manager,  converted  us  into  vege¬ 
tarians,  and  we  didn’t,  have  a  single  restaurant 
bill.” 


A  West  "Virginia  darky,  a  blacksmith,  recent¬ 
ly  announced  a  change  in  his  business  as  follows: 
“Notice — De  copardnership  heretofore  resisting 
between  me  and  Mose  Skinner  is  hereby  resolved. 
Dem  what  owe  de  firm  will  settle  wid  me,  and 
dem  what  de  firm  owes  will  settle  wid  Mose.-” 


More  than  five  thousand  elephants  a  year  go  to 
make  your  piano  keys,”  remarked  the  student 
boarder  who  had  been  reading  the  scientific  notes 
in  a  patent  medicine  almanac.  “Ain’t  it  wonder¬ 
ful,”  exclaimed  the  landlady,  “what  some  animals 
can  be  trained  to  do?” 


“Ha,  my  dear,”  advised  the  old  country  woman, 
“don’t  you*  marry  rashly.  You  keep  your  weather 
eye  open,  like  I  did  when  1  was  a  girl.”  “But  I 
love  him,”  said  the  simple  village  maid.  “Pooh!” 
sniffed  the  adviser.  “Now,  you  take  example  of 
me.  You  see  this  cottage  of  mine?  Well,  I  got 
it  fixed  up  for  practically  nothing.”  ‘Oh,”  said 
the  village  maid,  without  enthusiasm.  She  was 
thinking  of  Jeamos.  “And  how  did  you  manage 
it?”  “Why,  dearie,”  responded  the  good  woman, 
“I  was  engaged  to  the  carpenter  till  all  the  wood¬ 
work  was  finished,  and  tiien  I  broke  it  off  and 
married  the  plumber.” 


PLUCK  AND  LUCK 


INTERESTING  NEWS  ARTICLES 


CAVERNS  REVEALED  BY  BLAST 
Caverns  which  may  exceed  in  eij^tent  those  of 
Luray  were  disAvered  on  the  farm  of  Edward 
Hutzell,  ten  miles  from  Waynesboro,  Pa.,  by 
^  workmen  blasting  for  stone  to  repair  the  Keedys- 
ville  road.  One  courageous  laborer  entered  about 
twenty-five  feet,  and  came  back  with  the  report 
that  he  looked  down  into  “a  room  approximately 
fifty  feet  in  height.” 


RAISING  TWO  MILLION  BABY  TREES 

From  the  moment  the  tiny  seeds  are  placed  in 
beds  until  the  bedraggled  “monarch”  of  the  forest 
yields  to  .the  storm  and  stress  of  years,  trees  are 
not  impeiwlous  to  the  undermining  depredations 
of  insects  and  rodents.  Mindful  of  this  fact, 
Uncle  Sam  establishes  safeguards  around  the  seed 
bed  as  well  as  jealously  guards  the  grown-up 
trees  in  the  National  forests. 

Acreage  devoted  to  sprouting  young  trees  for 
transplanting  7,000  acres  of  land  annually  is  cov¬ 
ered  with  fine  screening  as  a  protecting  influence 
against  insects  and  rodents  that  would  uproot 
the  otherwise  promising  crop.  A  type  of  scfeen 
recently  devised  for  this  purpose  is  so  construct¬ 
ed  that  the  sides  as  well  as  the  top  are  detachable, 
thus  permitting  of  storage  in  compact  space  when 
the  screening  is  not  in  use. 

Seeds  selected  for  perpetuating  the  National 
forests  are  assembled  by  the  U.  S.  Forest  Service 
the  previous  fall  for  planting  the'  following 
spring.  Germination  tests  ^are  first  made  to  de¬ 
termine  the  vitality  of  the  seed,  after  which  they 
are  sown  in  beds  at  a  rate  sufficient  to  yield  about 
150  trees  to  the  square  foot. 

Ordinarily,  Uncle  Sam  replenishes  his  dimin¬ 
ishing  stock  of  trees  in  the  National  forests  at 
a  rate  of  1,000  young  trees  to  the  acre.  Couple 
this  fact  with  the  production  of  150  trees  to  the 
square  foot  in  the  seed  bed  and  you  can  calculate 
the  mileage  of  screenings  used  in  safeguarding 
the  plant  life  from  its  enemies.  The  seeds  are 
brought  to  fruition  in  large  nurseries,  with  a  ca¬ 
pacity  for  producing  about  2,000,000  plants. 


FIRST  BATHTUB  IN  AMERltiA 
Like  other  great  reforms,  physical  and  intel¬ 
lectual,  the  bathtub  had  to  fight  its  way  onward 
and  upward  in  spite  of  the  habits  of  mankind. 
Baths  flourished  in  the  ancient  Roman  civiliza¬ 
tion,  but  cleanliness  lost  out  in  the  Dark  Ages. 
There  has  ever  been  a  natural  aversion  to  soap 
and  water  in  combination  in  the  human  family, 
EtrongeT  the  further  north  peoples  have  lived. 

The  first  bathtub  in  the  United  States,  an  ex¬ 
change  say.s,  was  built  in  Cincinnati  and  installed 
in  a  home  there  in  1842.  It  was  made  of  ma¬ 
hogany  lined  with  sheet  lead  and  was  j)roudlv 
exi:..bjted  by  its  ov/ner  at  a  Christmas  party. 
N^'xt  day  it  wa.s  denounced  in  the  Cincinnati 
j  -  a  a  luxurious,  undemocratic  vanity.  Then 
caroe  the  medical  men  and  declared  it  a  menace 


to  health.  In  1843  Philadelphia  tried  to  prohibit 
bathing  betw^een  November  1  and  March  15  by 
ordinance.  Virginia  taxed  bathtubs  $30  a  year. 
In  1845  Boston  made  bathing  unlawful  except 
when  prescribed  by  a  physician,  and  President 
Fillmore  installed  the  first  one  ever  in  the  White 
House.  '  1  ^ 

These  things  seem  incredible  in  an  age  when 
transient  '^hotel  accommodations  include  a  bath- 
’room,  but  sanitation  is  a  recent  development.  A 
southern  Ohio  lawyer  went  to  Columbus  a  few 
years  ago,  and  when  he  registered  at  the  hotel 
the  clerk  asked  him  if  he  wanted  a  room  with 
bath.  The  guest  thoughtfully  'rubbed  the  stubble 
on  his  chin  and  replied:  “No;  Pll  be  home  by 
Saturday.”  The  other  ^s  that  of  a  newly  rfch 
lady  who  was  showing  a  friend*  of  her  days  of 
poverty,  the  very  elaborate  bathroom  in  her  new’ 
home.  It  w’as  a  sizzling  hot  August  night.  “La, 
how  you  must  enjoy  that  tub!”  she  exclaimed. 
“Indeed  I  do,”  w^as  the  response.  “I  can  hardly 
w^ait  for  Saturday  night  to  come!” 

We  are  sufficiently  civilized  to  be  for  the  bath¬ 
tub — with  reservations;  the  chief  one  being  an  in¬ 
stinctive  sympathy  -wdth  the  Frenchman  who 
thanked  God  he  had  never  insulted  his  skin  by 
putting  cold  wmter  on  it. 


"THE  WAY  TO  BECOME  A  xMOVTNG  PIC¬ 
TURE  ACTRESS”  is  in  “Moving  Picture  Stories,” 
No.  326.  Get  a  copy.  Price  7  cents;  postage  free. 
HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  166  W.  23rd  St.,  N.  Y. 


“MYSTERY  MAGAZINE” 

SEMI-MONTHLY  lo  CENTS  A  COPY 

-  LATEST  ISSUES  _ 

62  THE  VELVET  TOUCH,  by  Juliaii  Harrow 
03  THE  TUii  KEl.  LAmJ-?  by  CoTu.. 

64  THE  SCHEME  OP  SOLOMON  SxNAHE.  by  William 

Hamilton  Osborne.  ^  ♦vuiiam 

65  QUICKeu  Than  The  eye,  by  Ralph  CumnUn., 

03  Llr^CWEVADK-O  So.- 

The  rainous  Detective  Story  Out  To-dav  in  No  7i  is 

THE  ADMIRAL’S  SPOONS 
«  By  William  Hamilton  Osborne 
FRANK  TO  USE  Y,  Pub.,  168  W.  23d  St.,  N.  Y. 

“MOVING  PICTURE  STORIES” 

A  Weekly  Maeazlno  Devoted  to  Photoplays  and  Players 

PRICE  SEVEN  CENTS  PER  COPY 

Each  number  contains  Four  Stories  of  the  Rest  Pilma 
iMn,.  ^^creens— Elesant  Half-tone  Scenes  from  the 
7 1  Articles  About  Prominent  People  In 

Actors  and  Actresses  in  the 
htutJios  and  Lessons  in  Scenario  Wrltlnar. 

HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  Pub.,  166  W.  23d  St.,  N.  Xf 
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PLUCK  AND  -LUCK 


GOOD  READING 


WOMAN  WITH  14  DOGS  TO  FEED  ASKS 
REDUCTION  IN  TAXES 
Mayor  Frank  Feist,  of  Steubenville,  Ohio,  has 
had  a  pathetic  appeal  from  a  woman  who  says 
she  has  to  work  hard  to  support  fourteen  dogs, 
for  nine  of  which  she  pays  license  fees  and  she 
feels  financially  unable  to  pay  a  tax  en  fhe  otfiei 
five,  which  are  mennaced  by  the  dog  catchei.  She 
asks  that  they  may  be  exempted. 

RAILWAY  ACCIDENT’S  HAPPY  END 
Quite  a  number  of  folks  in  Manning,  la.,  who 
ordinarily  could  not  have  a  supily  of  liquor  on 
hand,  because  of  the  Volstead  Enforcement  Act, 
now  are  well  supplied  as  a  result  of  a  railroad 
wreck  near  here  several  nights  ago,  says  a  dis¬ 
patch  from  that  city.  Wine  flowed  freely  fi’om  a 
tank  car  that  s^irang  a  leak,  and  news  of  the 
supply  spread  quickly.  Pots,  pans,  buckets  and 
other  receptacles,  hastily  commandeered  by  Man¬ 
ning  residents,  were  brought  into  play  to  catch 
the  liquor  as  it  ran  from  the  car.  In  a  fight  that 
followed  one  man  armed  with  an  axe  was  seri¬ 
ously  cut  by  another  who  used  a  knife  as  his 

weapon. 

COFFIN  PACKED  WITH  BOTTLES  OF 
WHISKY 

Federal  Prohibition  enforcement  agents  were 
reported  recently  to  have  sent  out  an  alarm  to 
try  to  catch  the  driver  of  an  automobile  hearse 
which  according  to  railroad  employees  in  Hai- 
mon,  ’n.  Y.,  has  been  carrying  liquor  through 

that  section.  '  «  i  4.  ri 

For  several  weeks  troopers  of  the  State  con¬ 
stabulary  have  been  searching  automobiles  m 
Harmon,  Croton  and  nearby  places.  The  I’esult 
is  that  several  loads  of  booze  were  seized.  Ihe 
traffickers  have  resorted  to  all  sorts  of  tricks  to 

move  the  liquor  up-State.  . 

Railroad  employees  reported  that  they  inspect¬ 
ed  a  motor  hearse  and  found  a  casket  inside  with 
a  wreath  of  flowers  on  top.  When  the  chauffeur 
lifted  the  lid  the  casket  proved  to  be  packed  with 
bottles  of  whisky.  Railroad  men  notified  Con¬ 
ductor  William  Gale  that  the  authorities  had 
seized  the  hearse  between  Harmon  and  Peekskill, 
but  Lieut.  Charles  Broadfield  of  the  State  Con¬ 
stabulary  declared  he  had  received  no  notice  of 
this  so  far.  Whether  Federal  authorities  seized 
a  hearse  could  not  be  learned. 


WHAT  ARE  THE  SOUNDS  WE  HEAR  IN  A 

SHELL? 

The  sounds  we  hear  in  the  sea  shell  are  really 
air  waves  or  sounds  made  by  air  waves,  because 
all  sounds  are  produced  by  air  waves. 

The  reasofi  you  can  hear  these  sounds  in  a  sea 
shell  is  because  the -shell  is  so  constructed  that  it 
forms  a  natural  sounding  box.  The  wooden  part 
of  a  guitar,  zither  or  violin  is  a  sounding  box. 
They  have  the  faculty  of  picking  up  the  sounds 
and  making  them  stronger.  We  call  them  “res¬ 
onators,”  because  they  make  sounds  resound. 
The  construction  of  a  sea  shell  makes  an  almost 


perfect  resonator.  A  perfect  resonator  will  pick 
up  sounds  which  the  human  ear  cannot  hear  at 
all  and  magnify  them  so  that  if  you  hold  a  reson¬ 
ator  to  the  ear  you  can  hear  sounds  you  could 
not  otherwise  hear.  Ear  trumpets  for  the  deaf 
are  built  upon  this  principle. 

Sometimes  when  you,  with  your  ear  alone,  think 
something  is  absolutely  quiet,  you  can  pick  up  a 
sea  shell  and  hear  sounds  in  it.  But  the  sea 
shell  will  magnify  any  sound  that  reaches  it. 

It  would  be  possible,  of  course,  to  take  a  sea 
shell  to  a  place  where  it  would  be  absolutely  quiet 
and  then  there  would  be  no  sounds. 

There  are  such  places,  but  very  few  of  them, 
A  room  can  be  built  which  is  absolutely  sound¬ 
proof. — Book  of  Wonders. 


Or  SNUFF  HABIT 

Cured  or  No  PAY 

No  matter  whether  used  in  pipe,  cigarette, 
cigars,  chewed,  or  used  in  the  form  of  snuff. 
Superba  Tobacco  Remedy  contains  nothing 
injurious,  no  dope,  poisons,  or  habit  form¬ 
ing  drugs.  Guaranteed.  Sent  on  trial.  If 
it  cures  costs  you  one  dollar.  If  it  fails,  or 
if  you  are  not  perfectly  satisfied,  costs  yom 
nothing.  Write  for  full  remedy  today. 
eUPBRBA  COMPANY,  Mtl  Baltimore.  Md. 


CET  ON  THE 
VAUDEVILLE 


STAGE 


I  tall  you  bowl  FaEcinatins  profoMion.  Blflraal. 
aries.  Experieuco  ucneceasary.  Splendid  engave. 
menta  always  waiting.  Opportunity  for  ^vel. 
Theatrical  agents  anaoras  my  matboda.  Thirty 
years’  experience  as  both  manager  and  performer. 
IlTuatrated book,  •'Alllbeat  VaadeTille,”  FilKB. 
Send  6  cents  postage  and  state  age  and  ocenpatien. 

FREDERIC  LAPELLE.8U.214.JACKSON. MICH. 

UG  VALUE  for  10  CIs. 

6  Songs,  words  and  music;  25  Pic¬ 
tures  Pretty  Girls;  40  Ways  to  Make 
Money;  1  Joke  Book;  1  Book  on 
I.ove;l  Magic  Book;  1  Book 
Writing;  1  Dream  Book  and  For¬ 
tune  Teller;!  Cook  Book;  1  Base 
Ball  Book,  gives  rules  for  games;  1 
Toy  Maker  Book;  Language  of 
Flowers;!  Morse  Telegraph  Alpha¬ 
bet;  12  Chemical  Experiments; 
“Magic  Age  Table;  Great  North  Pole 
Game;  100  Conundrums;  3  Puzzles; 
12  Games;  30  Verses  for  Autograph  Albums.  -  All 
the  above  by  mail  for  10  cts.  and  »  citt.  postage. 
liOIAL  SALES  CO.,  Box  20 »  South  Nornalk,  Cons* 

fpeel  !■ 

mgvn  A  Elders’  Tobacco  Boort  ban- 

I  fl  .€  .11  ishes  the  injurious  and  offensive 

_  tobacco  habit  in  S  to  4  days. Easy 
¥¥AR¥TrM  f  to  take.  Nocravinar  for  tobacco 
—■**—■•-**  •  in  any  form  after  first  few doacs 

Send  No  Money  sjmply  send  name  for  Free  Sam- 
*  plo  and  CQ'' — >cin(r  proof.  < 

PW.  H.  WILL  ELDERS,  Dei>t.  629  St.loseph,  Mo. 


HAWAHAX 

NATIVES 

becoming 

extinct 


Hawaii’s-native  j 

race  will  be  ex-  j 
tinct  in  seventy- 
five  years  it  the 
ratio  of  births 
and  deaths  set  by 
the  official  figures 
for  the  fiscal  yeai 
1919-20  is  main¬ 
tained.  T  h  i  s  is 
indicated  by  the 
report  of  Or.  F. 
E.  Trotter,  presi¬ 
dent  of  the  Ter¬ 
ritorial  Board  of 
Health,  w  h  i  c  h 
shows  that  dur¬ 
ing  the  year  the 
deaths  of  pure 
blooded  Hawaii- 
ans  totalled  1,000  | 
while  there  were  j 
676  births. 

There  are  ap¬ 
proximately  25,- 
000  pure  blooded 
Hawaiians  living 
on  the  Hawaiian 
Islands,  according 
to  estimates.  Re¬ 
ports  for  past 
years  show  de¬ 
creases  i  n  their 
numbers. 

In  marked  con¬ 
trast  with  the  ev¬ 
idence  that  the 
Hawaiians  are 
members  of  a 
“dying  race”  are 
the  vital  statis¬ 
tics  dealing  with 
those  who  repre¬ 
sent  mixtures  of 
Hawaiian  w  i  t  h 
Caucasian  and 
Asiatic  blood. 

Of  the  Cauca¬ 
sian  -  Hawaiians 
249  died  during 
the  1  a  s  t  fiscal 
year,  while  there 
were  699  births 
in  that  section  of 
the  Territory’s 
population.  The 
Asiatic  -  Hawaii¬ 
an  strain — prin¬ 
cipally  Chinese- 
Hawaiian  —  re¬ 
corded  lO-’i  deaths 
and  491  Vjirths, 

The  natural  in¬ 
crease  in  the 
Japanese  popula¬ 
tion  of  thf*  Terri¬ 
tory  during  the 
jear  was  3,366, 


30  Days’  Trial  BE  WELL  AND  KEEP  WELL  30  Days’  Trial 

The  Roehe  Electric  Hygienic  Machine 

HELPS  NATURE  IN  HER  FIGHT  AGAINST  DISEASES  AND  PAIN 
It  increases  blood  circulation,  strengthens  and  soothes  the  nerves,  brings  sleep  to  the  sleepless. 

The  Vigorous  Man  or  Woman  is  leader  ol  All — Don't  b©  a  Dead  on©  at  50 

You  cannot  realize  the  benefits  derived 
from  this  machine  except  you  try  It.  One 
treatment  wlil  convince  you  of  Its  extraordi¬ 
nary  qualities.  If  you  are  suffering  from 
paralysis,  locomotor  ataxia,  vertigo,  apoplexy, 
neuritis,  rheumatism,  lumbago,  gout,  hardening  of 
the  arteries  or  high  blood  pressure,  be  sure  to  in¬ 
vestigate  tills  machine.  For  it  wards  off  and  over¬ 
comes  such  ailments.  Takes  tlie  place  of  exerciee 
and  hand  manipulation.  Gives  your  muscles  firm 
elasticity.  Be  neither  fat  nor  thin. 

NORMALIZE  YOUR  WEIGHT 
Do  you  realize  what  tliis  machine  means  to  one 
wanting  in  vital  strengtli,  or  suffering  from  general 
weakness,  nervous  debility.  Insomnia,  constipation, 
headaches  or  pains  through  the  back  and  limbs  t 
It  Is  the  only  treatment  for  prostatic  gland  trouble, 
varicose  veins  or  a  goitre. 

Remember  our  machines  are  not  vibrators,  but  a 
genuine  health-lielplng,  life-prolonging  apparatus. 

As  electrical  manufacturers  we  build  hlgh-frequen- 

cy  machines  of 

^  ff  I  ftjr  ^  1^  special  design. 


including  our  new  combination  machine, 

"High-Ray,"  or.  In  other  words,  "Violet 
Ray,"  which  Is  operated  from  direct  or  al¬ 
ternating  current,  and  two  No.  6  dry  cells 
furnish  the  pnlsoratlng  and  atomical  vibra¬ 
tion.  We  know  that  we  have  overcome  the 
possibility  of  accidents  through  short  circuit 

_  ,  which  so  commonly  happens  in  cheap  and  Inferior  machines. 

Our  machine  should  be  In  every  home.  Write  tor  our  ^ial  offer  and  testimonials.  It  Is  for  men  and 
women  who  want  to  become  healtliy,  vigorous  and  efficient.  Address: 


Your  Sanitarium  at  Hom®. 


Invented  and  Patented 
by  Prof.  J.  B.  Roche. 


ROCHE  ELECTRIC  MACHWE  CO.,  Department  R.  K.,  GRAND  RAPIDS,  MICHIGAN,  U.  S.  A. 
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36  J)  D  The  letters  oJT  the  alphabet  are  numbered;  A  Is  1 ;  B  2;  C  3;  D  4, 

'  **"  figures  In  the  little  squares  to  the  left  represent 

A  four  words.  (20  Is  the  letter  “T”).  What  are  the  four  words?  Can 
^  you  work  It  out?  If  so,  send  your  answer  quick.  Surely  you 

»  want  this  fine,  new  Ford  auto.  Send  no  money  with  solution. 

SEND  ANSWER  TO-DAY 

I  We  not  ontyglre  away  this  Ford  auto,  but  hundreds  of  dollars  in  cash  and 
f  scores  of  other  valuable  prizes.  Bicycles,  Guns,  Watches,  Talking  Machines, 
J  something  for  everybody.  Everyone  who  answers  this  can  have  a  prize  of  some 
sort.  There  are  no  losers.  Nothing  diSicuit  to  do.  Everybody  wins.  Some¬ 
one  gets  this  new  1919  Ford  Auto  free.  Why  not  yout  Address 

AUTO  STEVENS,  141  We»l  Ohio  Street,  Dept.  96,  Chicago,  III. 
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DON’T  BE  CUT 


Until  You  Try  This 
Wonderful  Treatment. 
My  internal  method 
of  treatment  is  the 
correct  one,  and  is  sanctioned  by  the  best 
informed  physicians  and  surgeons.  Oint¬ 
ments,  salves  and  other  local  applications 
give  only  temporary  relief. 

If  you  have  piles  in  any  form  write  for  a  .FREE 
sample  of  Pago^s  Pita  Tablets  and  you  will 
bless  the  day  that  yon  read  this.  Write  today. 

E.  R.  PAGE,  349B,  Pagf.  Bldq.,  Marshall,  Mich. 


Liven'  Secrets  or  Wooing,  Winning  anil  Wedding 

This  book  tolls  how  to  beffio  rourtin?  and  how 
to  iret  over  bashfulnsss.  The  war  to  writ* 
lore  latters  and  how  to  win  a  irirl's  favor.  Tha 
way  to  put  the  question  to  her  and  how  to  make 
yourself  agreeable.  You  should  read  this  book 
y  when  committiuk  matrimony.  2&c  Postpaid 


V*,  Ward  Pub.  Co„  Tilton,  N.  H. 


BLAP7K  CARTBIDGE  $ 


1 


PISTOL  p**p"*d  Onlr 

7  inebea  loo#,  root  rovolvor  styl#.  For  pro¬ 
tection  and  sport,  eveir  inan*  woman  aud  boy 
sl»eakl  have  one.  Order  at  once.  Get  ao  Amer* 
loan  fia#  FMCC.  Money  refunded  If  desfrod. 

L.K  UWIS  CO..  1402  BROADWAY.  NEW  YORK  CITY 


Riieuinat!si!i 

A  Remarkable  Home  Treatment 
Given  by  One  Who  Had  It 

In  the  Spring  of  1893  I  was  attacked  by  Muscu¬ 
lar  and  Sub-acute  Khouraatism.  1  suffered  as 
only  those  who  have  it  know,  for  over  three  years. 
I  tried  remedy  after  remedy,  and  doctor  after 
doctor,  but  such  relief  as  I  received  was  only  tem¬ 
porary.  Finally,  I  found  a  treatment  titat  cured  mo 
completely,  and  it  lias  never  returned.  1  have 
given  it  to  a  number  who  were  terribly  afYlicted 
and  even  bedridden  with  rlieumatism.  some  of 
tliem  70  to  80  years  old,  and  results  were  (lie 
same  as  in  my  own  case. 

I  want  every  sufferer  from  stich  fonns  of  rlieu- 
matic  trouble  to  try  tills  marvelous  liealing  power. 
Don’t  send  a  cent:  simply  mail  your  name  nid 
address  and  I  will  setid  It  free  to  try.  After  you 
liave  used  It  and  it  lias  proven  Itself  to  be  that 
long-looke<l-for  means  of  getting  rid  of  your  rlieu- 
matJ.sin.  you  may  send  llie  price  of  It.  one  <ioI- 
lar.  but  understand,  1  do  not  want  your  money 
unless  you  are  i)erfectly  satisfied  to  semi  it.  Isn't 
that  fair?  Wliy  suffer  any  longer  wiioii  relief  Is 
thus  offered  you  free.  Don’t  delay.  Write  today. 

Mark  II.  Jackson,  No.  8030.  Durstoii  Bldg., 
Syracuse,  N.  Y. 

Mr.  Jackson  Is  responsible.  Above  statement  truR 


TEAKETTLE 

LIFESAVER 

Surrounded  on 
all  sides  by  hiss¬ 
ing’  copperheads, 
Joe  Leonard, 
watchman  at  the 
Fulton  tunnel,  on 
the  New  York 
Central  Railroad, 
Clearfield,  'Pa.., 
owes  his  life  to  a 
kettle  of  hot 
water  which  he^ 
always  has  on  the 
top  of  the  little 
cast-iron  stove  in 
the  shantv  v’hich 
Fhelters  him  from 
the  elements.  The 
other  morning  af- 
t  e  r  comnleting 
his  inspection  of 
the  tunnel,  Leon¬ 
ard  returned  to 
his  ‘  watch  box, 
and  on  entering 
found  six  big  cop¬ 
perheads  had  ta¬ 
ken  possession. 

The  biggest 
reptile  in  the 
bunch  struck  at 
him  from  beneath 
a  bench,  fastening 
its  fangs  in  a  leg 
of  the  watchman’s 
overalls.  '  L  e  o  n- 
ard  sprang  on  -to 
a  small  bench, 
permitting  the 
copperheads  t  o 
dangle  over  the 
side.  Realizing 
that  he  could  not 
battle  the  snakes 
ryithout  weapons, 
he  seized  the  tea¬ 
kettle  and  began 
pouring  boiling 
water  on  the 
snakes,  which 
were  striking  at 
him  from  ■  all 
sides. 

Leonard  then 
sprang  outside 
with  the  biggest 
snake  still  hang¬ 
ing  to  his  over¬ 
alls,  evidently  un¬ 
able  to  release  its 
fangs.  With  a 
big  rock  the 
watchman  soon 
despatched  his 
closest  enemy. 

It  measured 
thirty-one  inches 
in  length  and  was 
as  thick  as  a 
man’s  wrist. 


Write  to  Riker  &  King,  Advertising  Offices,  IIS  East  28th  Street,  New  York  City^ 
or  8  South  Wabash  Avenue,  Chicago,  for  particulars  about  advertising  in  this  magazine. 


AIDS  TO  EFFICIENCY 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  revise  P9ems, 
write  music  anti  guarantee  to  secure  publication.  Sub¬ 
mit  poems  on  any  subject.^  Broadway  Studios,  165C, 
Fitzceraid  Building.  Xew  York. 

MISCELLANEOUS— Continued 

BOYS,  get  this:  Our  latest  catalog  of  new  novelties 
now  printing.  Send  10  cents  'for  your  copy.  Empir® 
Supply  Co..  24  Norris  Ave.,  Pawtucket,  B.  I, 

ELECTRICAL  Tattooing  Machine,  $3,  $5  and  $7.  Cata¬ 
logue  for  stamp.  J.  H.  Temke,  1019  Vine,  K,  Cin¬ 
cinnati,  0. 

AGENTS 

WIDE  AW^KE  MAN  TO  TAKE  CHARGE  of  our  local 
.  trade.  $5.00  to  $6.00  a  day  steady.  No  experience 
reQuired ;  pay  starts  at  onco.  Write  t^ay.  Ainwican 
Products  Co..  2369  American  Bldg.,  Cincinnati,  0.  • 

ORIENTAL  DANCER!  She  does  real  Salome  wiggle. 
Sealed  25'  cents.  Hamilton  Mfg.,  Barnes  City,  Iowa. 

CAMPBELL’S  CHEAP,  CLASSY  APPROVALS.  Try 

them.  20  stamps  Free.  Good  ref.  or  deposit.  S.  G. 
Campbell,  Young.  Sask. 

$6,000.00  A  YEAR  isjrjour  profit  from  4  sales  a  day. 

Davidson  sold  96  one  week.  No  experience  needed. 
The  Aladdin  light  is  a  sensation  wherever  introduced. 

5  times  as  briglit  as  electric.  Won  Gold  Medal. 

Farmers  have  die  money,  tliey  need  this  light  and  9 
out  of  10  will  buy.  Also  big  opportunity  in  small 
towns  and  suburbs.  Excellent  spare  time  and  evening 
seller.  NO  CAPITAL  IIEQUIRED.  Sample  on  free 
trial.  Write  for  agency  proposition  while  territory  is 
still  open.  MANTLE  LAMP  COMPANY,  525  Aladdin 
Bldg,.  Cliicago.  / 

JIU  JITSU — Wonderful  combat  tricks  beat  boxing. 

Easy.  Book  (35  big  lllus.)  30  cents.  Manneo, 

320  W.  Goeblie  St.,  Chicago. 

PERSONAL 

PIMPLES — Acne  eruptions,  face  or  body;  I  know  tha 
cause,  my  internal  treatment  removes  it;  my  special 
external  preparation  eradicates  all  blemishes  and  re¬ 
stores  natural  skin.  Booklet  for  stamp.  Dr.  Rodgers, 
135  East  47lli  SL,  Chicago. 

500  AGENTS  WANTED  AT  ONCE  for  Mitchell's  Magic 
Marvel  Washing  Compound.  300%  profit.  Enormous 
repeater.  Washes  clotlies  spotlessly  clean  in  ten  to 
fifteen  minutes.  One  thousand  other  uses  In  every 

home.  Astounds  and  delights  every  woman.  Nothing 
else  like  it.  Nature’s  mlgtitiest  cleanser.  Contains  no 
lye.  lime  add  or  wax.  Free  samples  furnished  to  boost 
sales.  We  ixisltively  guarantee  the  sale  of  every  pack¬ 
age.  Exclusive  territory.  OWTr  YOUR  OWN  BUSI¬ 
NESS.  You  cannot  fail  to  make  big  money.  Baker, 
Ohio,  made  $600  last  month.  Send  for  free  sample 
and  proof.  Hurry,  hustle,  grab  this  cliance.  L. 

Mitchell  &  Co.,  Desk  331,  1308-1314  E.  61st,  Chicago. 

BROTHER  AND  SISTER,  ages  28  and  24  respectively. 

must  marry  before  January  IsL  or  lose  inheritance 
of  $100,000.  If  interested  in  matrimony,  write  Box  749, 
Chicago,  Illinois,  enclosing  stamped  envelope  for  reply. 

MARRY  FOR  SPEEDY  MARRIAGE;  absolutely  the 
best,  largest  in  the  country;  established  15  years; 
thousands  wealtliy  members,  both  sexes,  wishing  early 
marriage;  confidential  descriptions  free.  The  Old  Re¬ 
liable  Club.  Mrs.  Wrubel,  Box  26.  Oakland,  Cal. 

WRITE  Lillian  Sproul,  Station  H,  Cleveland,  0.,  if 
you  wish  a  pretty  and  wealtliy  wife.  Enclose  stamped 
envelope. 

PHOTO  PILLOW  TOPS,  Portraits,  Frames.  Sheet 
Pictures.  Medallions.  Patriotic  Pictures  and  Portraits, 
War  Books.  Prompt  shipment;  samples  and  cat.  free 
to  agents.  30  days  credit.  Jas.  C.  B4iley  Co.,  Desk 
Jl,  Chicago.  Illinois. 

SINCERE  LADIES  and  GENTLEMEN  who  wish  to 
marry.  Confidential  and  satisfaction.  Box  73,  Arcade 
Station,  Los  Angeles,  Calif. 

ART  AND  DEN  PICTURES 

REAL  SNAPPY  PHOTOS— French  Girl  P.oses.  Kind 
that)  pleases.  Order  tiiose — you'll  want  'more.  Sam¬ 
ple  2i  cents.  Dozen  $2.50,  two  dozen  $4.00.  Catalogue 

5  cents.  Hamilton’s  Company,  Barnes  City,  Iowa. 

FOR  SALE 

IN  MICHIGAN,  20,  40.  80  acres  make  you  independent. 

Stock,  poultiy.  general  farming.  $15  to  $35  per 
acre.  Small  down  payment — balance  easy  monthly 

terms.  Free  booklet  Swigart  Land  Co.,  M-1268  First 
National  Bank  Bldg.,  Chicago,  Ill. 

MARRY!  FREE  DIRECTORY  witii  descriptions  and 
photos.  Bonafide  Co.,  Dept,  41,  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

LONELY  MAIDEN,  26,  would  marry.  Write  for  pic¬ 
ture.  Box  150TC.  Syracuse.  N.  Y. 

MARRY.  Successful  “Home  Maker.’’  Hundreds  rich. 

Confidential,  reliable,  years’  experience,  descriptions 
free.  The  Successful  Club.  Box  556.  Oakland,  Cal. 

MARRY  RICH,  hundreds  anxious,  descriptive  list  free, 
satisfaction  guaranteed.  Select  Club,  Dept.  A,  Rapid 
City,  So.  Dak. 

SIXTH  AND  SEVENTH  BOOKS  OF  MOSES.  Egyptian 
secrets.  Black  art,  other  rare  books.  Catalog  free. 
Star  Book  Co..  RK-E20.  C.''niden.  N.  J. 

RABBIT,  FO,X,  Coon,  Skunk.  Dogs,  Setters.  Pointers. 

Opossum  dogs.  Circulars,  10  cents.  Brown’s  Kennels, 
York,  Pa. 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  revise  poems, 
write  music  and  guarantee  to  secure  publication.  .Sub¬ 
mit  poems  on  any  subject.  Broadiv'm  Studios.  165C, 
Fitzgerald  Building.  New  York. 

SILK  REMNANTS.  Largest  packages  yet  ofTeretJ.  Square 
of  stamped  satin  free  with  every  package.  15  cts. 
Bilk  Manufacturers  Agency,  Portland.  Me. 

HELP  WANTED 

STOP  DAILY  GRIND.  START  SILVERING  MIR- 

RORS.  Auto  headlights,  tableware,  etc.  Plans  free. 
Clarence  Sprinkle,  Dept.  73,  Marlon,  Indiana. 

MARRY:  Thousands  congenial  people,  worth  from 

$1,000  to  $50,000  seeking  early  marriage,  description, 
photos,  introductions  free.  Sealed.  Either  sex.  Send 
no  money.  Address  .Standard  Cor.  Club.  Grayslake.  Ill. 

GET  MARRIED — Best  Matrimonial  paper  published. 

Mailed  FREE.  American  Distributor,  Suite  217, 
Blairsvillo,  Penna. 

WE  WILL  START  you  in  the  cleaning  and  dyeing 

business,  little  capital  needed,  big  profits.  Write  for 
booklet.  The  Ben-Vonde  System,  Dept.  93,  Charlotte, 
N.  C. 

MARRY— FREE  PHOTOS  beautiful  ladies;  descriptioni 
and  directory;  pay  when  married.  New  Plan  Co., 
Dept.  245,  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

DETECTIVES  EARN  BIG  MONEY.  Great  demand  for 

rnen  and  women.  Fascinating  work.  Particulars  free. 
Vrite.  American  Detective  System,  1963  Broadway, 
New  York. 

MARRY,  many  rich.  Particulars  for  stamp.  Mrs.  Mor¬ 
rison,  3053  W.  Holden  SL.  Seattle.  Wash. 

LADIES  WANTED,  and  MEN,  too,  to  address  envel¬ 
opes  and  mall  advertising  matter  at  home  for  large 
mall  order  firms,  spare  or  whole  time.  Can  make 
$10  to  $35  wkly.  No  capital  or  experience  required. 
Book  explains  everythlag;  send  10  cts.  to  cover  postage, 
etc-  Ward  Pub.  Co.,  Tilton,  N.  H. 

marry— MARRIAGE  DIRECTORY  with  photos  and 
descriptions  free.  Pay  when  married.  The  Exchange. 
Dept.  545.  Kansas  City,  Mo. 

SCIENTIFIC 

CRYSTAL  GAZING— How  to  develop  efficiency.  Send 
stamp  for  free  fnstruction,s.  Birthday  readings. 

Strong  and  weak  points.  Health,  Business,  Marriage 
and  other  valuable  hints.  Twenty-five  cents.  “Zancig,” 
Asbnry  Park.  N.  J. 

BE  A  DETECTIVE.  Opportunity  for  men  and  women 
for  secret  invesUgation  in  your  district.  Write  C.  T. 
Ludwig.  521  M  estover  Bldg..  Kansas  City.  Mo. 

TRAFFIC  INSPECTORS  earn  from  $110  to 
$-00  per  month  and  expenses.  Travel  if  desired.  Un¬ 
limited  advancement.  No  age  limit.  Wo  train  you. 
PoBitions  furnished  under  guarantee.  Write  for  Booklet 
CM  101,  Standard  Business  Trairdhg  Institute,  Buffalo, 
N.  y. 

YOUR  LIFE  STORY  In  the  stars.  Send  birth  date  and 
dime  for  trial  reading.  Sherman.  Rapid  City.  S.  Dak. 

ASTROLOGY— STARS  TELL  LIFE’S  STORY.  Send 
blrthdate  and  dime  for  trial  reading.  Eddy,  4307 
Jefferson,  Kansas  City,  Mo.  Apartment  73. 

DEI  EC  FIVES  earn  big  money.  Travel  and  good  op- 

portunlUes.  W'e  show  you  how.  Write  American 
School  of  Criminology,  Dept.  M.  Detroit.  Mich. 

SONGWRITERS 

WRITE  A  SONG  POEM — Love,  Mother,  Home.  Comio 
or  any  subject.  I  compose  music  and  guarantee 
publication.  Send  words  today.  Edward  Trent,  636 
Reaper  Block,  Chicago.  ® 

MISCELLANEOUS 

THREE  OLD  COINS  and  old  coin  selling  list.  10  cents. 
Durso,  Dept  39,  25  Mulberry,  N.  Y.  Citv. 

BE  LUCKY — Do  you  worry  f  Does  every  tiling  seem  to 
go  wrong?  Carry  a  LUCKY  GLASS,  have  Health, 
Happiness  and  Success.  Write,  Research  School,  Lake 
Geneva,  Fla. 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  write  music. 

guarantee  publisher's  acceptance.  Submit  poems  on 
patriotism,  love  or  any  subjecL  Chester  Music  Co.,  920 
So.  Michigan  Aye..  Suite  249,  Chicago.  Ill. 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG,  We  revise  poems, 
write  music  and  guarantee  to  secure  publication.  Sub¬ 
mit  poems  on  any  subject  Broadway  Studios.  1C5C. 
Fitzgerald  Building,  New  York. 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  revise  i>oems. 

write  music  and  guarantee  to  secure  pubMcatlon.  Sub¬ 
mit  poems  on  any  subject.  Broadway  Studios.  165Ct 
Fitzgerald  Building.  New  York. 

STAMMERING 

BT-STU-T-T-TERING  and  siaiurwrliig  cured  at  home. 

InstrMjnre  b«x'klet  free.  W'wltet  McDoiiuell,  15 
rptuciac  r>ank  Bldg-  \\  aslrinstoii.  11.  C. _ 

TOBACCO  HABIT 

TOBACCO  or  Snuff  Habit  cured  or  no  pay.  |1  If 
cured.  Remedy  sent  on  trial.  Superba  Co.,  PC. 

F .t  1 : 11'. : 0 re.  5td. _ _ _ 

TOBACCO  KILLS  MANLY  VIGOR.  Quit  habit  easily. 

Any  form,  chewing,  smoking  or  snuff,  cured  or  no 
c’.’x.-ge.  If  cured,  $1.  Stops  craylng,  harmless.  Full 
remerlv  on  trial.  Perkins  Co..  B-51  Hastings.  Nebr 


He  Quit 

Cigarettes 


{GAINED  OVER  30  POUNDS 


“I  smoked  cigarettes  ever  since  a  boy. 
From  six  to  eight  sacks  of  tobacco  I  used 
weekly,”  states  Mr.  S.  H.  Ferguson. 

Cigarettes  were  doing  me  great  harm.  I 
became  so  nervous  that  I  couldn’t  sleep  until 
I  smoked.  Each  morning  I  had  an  awful 
taste  in  my  mouth. 

‘‘Several  times  I  tried  to  quit  by  will¬ 
power,  but  it  just  seemed  that  I  would  go 
wild  if  I  couldn’t  have  cigarettes. 

‘‘I  had  almost  given  up  hope  of  ever  quit¬ 
ting  until  one  day  I  sent  for  a  free  book  by 
Mr.  Woods  that  told  me  what  to  do.  After 
lear-.ng  the  way,  I  quit  easily  in  3  days 
and  haven’t  tq.uched  a  cigarette  in  years,  I 
have  gained  over  30  pounds  and  cannot 
praise  tfao  method  too  highly,  I  say  to 
every  cigarette  smoker — if  you  can’t  quit 
without  help  get  this  book,”  so  says  Mr. 
Ferguson,  of  Cnimps  Park. 

The  foregoing  remarks  are  like  those  of 
many  other  men  who  have  been  freed  from 
the  habit  of  smoking  cigarettes,  pipe  or 
cigars  or  who  have  been  chewing  tobacco  or 
diDoing  snuff  excessively. 


postpaid  to  yoV. 
w  and  show  others 

Write  at  once  to  Edward  J.  Woods.  TC-103, 
Station  F,  >iew  York,  N.  Y. 


SORENESS  HEALED 


Sore  or  open  legs,  ulcers,  enlarged  veins, 
eczema  healed  while  you  work.  Write  foi 
free  book  and  describe  your  own  case. 

A.  C^^epe,  1457  Green  Day  Av.,  Milwaukee.  Wia, 

Curedlis  RUPrURE 

I  was  badly  ruptured  while  lifting  a  trunk 
=e%eral  years  ago.  Doctors  said  my  only 
fiope  or  cure  was  an  operation.  Trusses  did 

^  hold  of  some¬ 
thing  tl^t  quickly  and  completely  cured  me. 
Years  have  pa.s.sed  and  the  rupture  has 
ne%-er  returned,  although  I  am  doing  hard 
work  3.;  a  carpenter.  There  was  no  opera¬ 
tion,  no  lost  time,  no  trouble.  I  have  noth- 
mg  to  sell,  but  will  give  full  i^?ormS?ion 
about  how  you  may  find  a  complete  cure 
Without  Gyration,  if  you  write  to  me.  Eu¬ 
gene  M.  Pullen,  r^arpenter,  3010  Marcellus 
Avenue  Manasquan,  N.  .1.  Better  cut  out 
th.n  notme  and  show  It  to  any  others  who 
are  ruptured — yoii  may  save  a  life  or  at 
s:op  th^*  mle'-ry  of  nijifnro  and  the 
worry  and  danger  of  an  opera lioa. 


OH  eOYS-GSRLS 
i  ROW. 

YOUR 

VOICE 


SPOR’ 


/-if 


with 

CLAXOFHONE 
under  the  table,  back  of  a  door.  Into  a  trunk,  desk  I 
I  In  Hohool,  any  old  p'ace.  Big  FUN  fooling  Peddlers,  j 
l*oIIcomnn,  Friends,  anybody.  This  Claxophone  Is  a  I 
small  device  that  lays  on  your  tongue  unseen,  always  ( 
ready  for  use  by  anyone.  Imt.  Birds,  etc.  Claxophone 

w'thfulllnstructlonsalsoaetofSeoret  Writing^ f 

TrlcL-«,an  for  a  dime.  Coin  (no  stamps).  Address  I V  -i 

I  GLAXO  TRICK  C0..*Dftpt.  S  New  Haven.  Conn. 


(lEW  SCIENTIFIC  WONDER 


PRICE 

I c . WLVSS ostr- Q IG  Fun 

Q 1^  V  C  »ppare»tly  see  thru  Clothes,  Wood, 
BbS  StoMi,  any  cbiact.  See  Bones  in  Flesh. 

A  magic  trick  novelty  Frbb  with  each  X  Ray. 

MARVEL  MFG.  CO..  Dept.  13.  NEW  HAVEN.  CONN. 

fgMimfiistoBajr, 

d^MPEnjoy  your  1921  “Ranger” 

Bt  once.  Earn  money  for  the  small 
monthly  jpaymente  on  Our  Easy  Pay¬ 
ment  Plan.  Parents  often  advance 
first  small  payment. 

FACTORY  to  RIDER  wholesale  prices. 

Three  bis  model  factories.  44  Styles, 
colors  and  sizes  in  our  Ranker  line 
Delivered  FREE  on  30  DAYS  TRIAL. 

Select  bicycle  and  terms  that  suit- 
cash  or  easy  payments. 

TIRES  IsnmB.homs.wheels.partsand 
I  •  n  bO  equipment  at  half  retail  prices. 

SEND  NO  MONEY — Simply  write  today  for  bfe, 

FREE  Rancor  Catalog  and  marvelous  prices  and 
terms.  Special  offer  to  RIDER  AGENTS. 

CYCLE  '-OMPANY 
Dept.  G-18S  Chicago 


MEAD 


FREE 


Gold-plated  Laralllere  and 
Chain,  pair  Earbobs,  Gold- 
plated  Expansion  Bracelet 
with  Im.  Watch, guzrunteed 
quality  ami  3  Gold-plated 
Rings  ALL  FREE  for 
selliug  only  15  pieces 
Jewelry  at  10  cents  each. 
Columbia  Novelty  Co. 


Do  you  want  to  know  exactly  how  the  modem 
Secret  Service  and  Finger  Print  Expert  solves  the 
mysteries  of  today?  Would  you  like  to  know  the  IN¬ 
SIDE  facts  about  REAL  cases?  Then  write  at  once 
and  we  will  send  you  FREE  actual  reports  made  for 
Uie  greatest  detective  agency  in  the  U.  S. 

Sr  J'SuS 

u  ^  success  la  tills  fascinating  profession 

?BEK  Write'Nmw  Science-seni 

UNIVERSITY  OF  APPLIED  SCIENCE 

Desk  1568,  1920  Sunnyside  Avenue,  Chicago.  Ill. 


'BOYS  AIR  RIFLE 

luis  fine  Kine  free  for  seilinir  only  26  pieced  of  our 
Jewelry  ut  lOc  each.  Jewelry  and  Rifle  sent  prepaid 
EACLg  WATCH  CO,,  Ocpt.  EA*!  BOSTON.  MASS. 

OT.D  COINS  WANTED 

$$2  to  $500  EACH  paid  for  iliiudred.s  of 
Coins  dated  iiefore  1805.  Keep  .VJ.L  old 
Moue.v.  You  may  have  Coins  v. orth  a 
Large  Preniiiiin.  Send  10c.  for  new 
lllii-t rated  Coin  Value  Hook,  size  4x0. 
Cet  I’l.-fed  af  Once. 

Ci..UtKi;  COIN  CO..  Im.\  .',o.  Le  Uo.v,  N.  V, 


CAT  LOSES  IN 
FIGHT  WITH 
HOOSTEE 

A  half  grown 
cat  belonging  to 
Ford  Ewald,  a 
farmer  near  Sus¬ 
sex,  N.  J,,  started 
to  run  across  the 
barnyard  two  oc 
three  days  ago, 
and  on  his  way 
he  decided  to 
treat  himself  to 
a  bit  of  chicken. 
But  unfortunately 
for  himself  he 
picked  out  a 
guinea  rooster,  a 
most  pugnacious 
bird,  and  when  he 
jumped  toward  it 
the  rooster  seized 
the  cat  by  the 
tail. 

The  cat  growl- 
pd  in  agony  and 
with  a  vengeful 
twist  turned  upon 
the  rooster,  which 
cackled  shrilly 
and  began  to 
fight  in  earnest. 
Feathers  and  fur 
flew  in  all  direc¬ 
tions,  while  cat 
and  the  rooster 
struggled  in  the 
throes  of  combat. 
Ewald  watched 
the  fight  and  for 
a  time  felt  sorry 
for  the  rooster, 
but  when  the  bird 
whistled  angrily 
and  bit  two  or 
three  inches  of 
fur  out  of  the 
cat’s  hide  his 
sympathy  went 
out  to  the  cat. 

The  battle  con¬ 
tinued  for  about 
nine  minutes, 
with  the  cat  los¬ 
ing  one  of  its 
lives  every  min¬ 
ute.  At  the  be¬ 
ginning  of  the 
tenth  minute  the 
cat  grunted 
hoarsely  and  roll¬ 
ed  over  dead, 
while  the  rooster 
preened  himself, 
neighed  in  tri- 
u  m  p  h  two  or 
three  times  and 
then  strolled 
pridefully  away 
surrounded  b  y 
w  o  r  s  b  i  p  p  ing 
chickens. 


Start  Your 
Boy  on  the 
Road  to  True 


Help  him  to  get  started  right  by  giving  him 
THE  BOYS’  MAGAZINE. 

Send  only  25  cents  today  for  a  three  months’ 
si’bscription.  By  acceptinsr  this  remarkable 
low  price  offer  you  save  35  cents  over  the  news¬ 
stand  price  as  the  price  per  copy  is  20  cents. 

This  is  the  formative  period  of  your  boy’s 
life.  What  he  will  amount  to  in  after  years  de¬ 
pends  largely  on  what  he  is  reading  now.  You 
want  him  to  be  wide-awake,  progressive— for¬ 
ward-looking— to  develop  ideas  and  initiative 
and  to  learn  to  make  his  own  way  in  the  world. 

You  can  make  him  no  better  gift  than  a  sub¬ 
scription  to  THE  BOYS’  MAGAZINE.  This 
great  periodical  will  give  him  entertainment, 
instruction  and  the  inspiration  to  accomplish 
big  things. 

Your  boy  must  keep  abreast  of  the  times. 
What  he  reads  has  much  to  do  with  what  he 
THINKS  and  DOES.  Guard  him  against  trashy, 
sensational  and  misleading  stories.  Give  him 
the  kind  of  reading  which  entertains,  yet  in- 
sjiires  and  instructs.  'THE  BOYS’  MAGAZINE 
\yiil  develop  your  boy’s  initiative,  foster  right 
THINKING  and  right  DOING,  and  make  him  a 
manly,  moral  and  courageous  boy. 


PLUCK  AND  LUCK 


- LATEST  ISSUES - 

1146  IHck  Dashaway’s  School  Days:  or.  The  Boy  Rebels  of  Kingan 

College. 

1147  duck  Lever,  the  Young  Engineer  of  “Old  Forty”;  or.  On  Time 

With  the  Night  Express. 

1148  Out  With  Peary;  or.  In  Search  of  the  North  Pole. 

1149  The  Boy  Prairie  Courier;  or.  GeneTal  Custer’s  Youngest  Aide. 

1150  La'd  Astray  in  New  Yqrk ;  or.  A  Country  Boy’s  Career  in  a  Great 

City. 

1151  Sharpshooter  Sam,  the  Yankee  Boy  Sam;  or.  Winning  His 
Shoulder  Straps. 

1152  Tom  Train,  the  Boy  Fireman  of  the  Fast  Express;  or.  Always 

at  His  Post. 

1153  We  Three;  or.  The  White  Boy  Slaves  of  the  Soudan. 

1154  Jack  Izzard,  the  Yankee  Middy.  (A  Story  of  the  War  With 

Tripoli.) 

1155  The  Senator’s  Boy;  or.  The  Early  Struggles  of  a  Great  States¬ 

man.  j 

1150  Kit  Carson  on  a  Mysterious  Trail;  or,  Branded  a  Renegade. 

1157  The  Lively  Eight  Social  Club;  or.  From  Cider  to  Rum. 

1158  The  Dandy  of  the  Sclmol ;  or,  The  Boys  of  Bay  Cliff. 

1159  Out  in  the  Streets ;  A  Story  of  High  .and  Low  Life  in  New  Y’ork, 
lldO  Captain  Ray,  the  Young  Leader  of  the  Forlorn  Hope. 

1161  “.3”;  or.  The  Ten  Treasure  Houses  of  the  Tartar  King. 

1162  Railroad  Rob;  or.  The  Train  Wreckers  of  the  West. 

1103  A  Millionaire  at  18;  or.  The  American  Boy  Croesus. 

1104  The  Seven  White  Bears ;  or.  The  Band  of  Fate. 

1105  Shamus  O’Brien;  or.  The  Bold  Boy  of  Glingall. 

1100  The  Skeleton  Scoiit;  or.  The.  Dread  Rider  of  the  Plains. 

1107  “Merry  Matt” ;  or.  The  Will  o’  the  Wisp  of  Wine.” 

1108  The  I3oy  With  the  Steel  Mask;  or,  A  Pace  That  Was  Never  Seen. 

1109  Clear  the  Track  Tom;  or.  The  Youngest  Engineer  on  the  Road. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on 
receipt  of  price,  7  cents  per  copy,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 
HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  Pub-,  166  West  23d  St..  New  York. 


OUR  TEN-CENT  HAND  BOOKS  * 


Besides  a  wealth  of  splendid  stories  and  special  arti¬ 
cles  each  issue  contains  departments  devoted  to  Elec¬ 
tricity,  Mechanics,  Wireless,  Popular  Science,  Athletics 
and  Physical  Training,  Editorials,  Stamp  and  Coin  Col¬ 
lecting,  Moving  Picture  Plays  and  Players,  Amateur 
Photography,  Cartooning,  Outdoor  Sports,  Illustrated 
Jokes,  etc.,  etc. 

Send  only  25  cents,  today,  for  a  three  months’  sub¬ 
scription.  Wa  will  refund  your  money  promptly  and 
without  question  if  you  are  not  more  than  pleased 
with  THE  BOYS’ MAGAZINE.  (Remit  In  stamps  if 
more  convenient.)  Address 

THE  SCOTT  F.  REDFIELD  CO.,  Inc. 
5136  Main  Street  Smethport,  Pa. 

(THE  BOYS’  MAGAZINE  is  on  sale  at  all  newsstands, 
20  cents  a  copy.I 


QUICK  HAIR  GROWTH! 
Box  Free  To  You! 


Would  You  Like  Such  a  Jiemt  as  This! 


Do  yon  want,  free,  a  trial  box  of  Kos* 
kott,  that  bai  proved  succeurul  la  so  many 
casea?  If  ao,  you  need  only  to  anawer  this  ad 7, 
by  postcard  or  letter,  asking  for  BQX 
Thla  famous  preparation  Is  for  dandruff,  thin¬ 
ning  hair  and  several  forniB  of  ^  p  n 
BALDNESS,  In  many  cases,  F  EL 
a  new  bsir  growth  has  been  reported  when 
all  else  bad  failed.  80  why  not  aee  fop 
yourself  t  Koakott  Is  naed  by  men  and 
women;  it  is  perfectly  barmleaa  and  often 
starts  hair  growth  In  a  few  daya.  Addrcaa  1 

Koskott  Laboratory,  East  32d  St,  KA-i03,  New  Vork,  N.  Y. 


HOWTO  MAKE  LOVE 

(NEW  BOOK)  Tells  how  to  Get 
Acquainted;  How  to  Begin  Courtship 
How  to  Court  a  Bashful  Girl;  to  Woo  a 
Widow;  to  win  an  Heiress;  how  to  catch 
a  Rich  Bachelor;  how  to  manage  your 
beau  to  make  him  proposeibow  tomake 
your  fellow  or  girl  love  you;  what  to  do 
before  and  after  the  wedding.  '  Telia 
other  things  necessary  for  Lovers  to 
know.  Sample  copy  by  mall  10  cents. 
.BOXAL  BOOK  C0.|  Box  9  Kornolk,  Conns 


contains  more  for  the  money  than  anv  book  published. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— By  Harry  Ken¬ 
nedy.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading  tbis  book  of  instructions  can 
master  the  art,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and 
friends.  It  is  the  greatest  book  ever  published. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX. — The  art  of  self-defense  made  easy.  Con¬ 
taining  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  different 
positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of  these 
useful  and  instructive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box  without 
an  ins4;ructor. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.— A  most  complete 
little  book,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letters,  and 
when  to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters  for  young  and  old. 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES.— Giving  com¬ 
plete  instruction  for  writlnc  letters  to  ladies  on  all  sub.iects;  also 
letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.— It  is  a 
great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know  all 
about.  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  complete  hand-book  for 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BE.VUTIFUL.— One  of  the  brightest 
and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world.  Everybody 
wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and  female.  The 
secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless. 

No.  20.  HOW  ’TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A  com¬ 
plete’  compendium  of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recita¬ 
tions.  etc.,  suitable  for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  •• 
receipt  of  price,  10c.  per  copy,  or  3  for  25c.,  in  money  or  poaUkgm 
stamps,  by 

FRANK  TOUSEY.  Pub.,  188  West  2Sd  St.,  Now  Yerk. 


SCENARIOS 

By  JAMES  P.  COOAN  Price  89  Cents  Per  Copy 

This  book  contains  all  the  most  recent  changes  in  the  method 
of  construction  and  submission  of  scenarios.  Sixty  Lessons, 
covering  every  phase  of  scenario  writing,  from  the  most  ele¬ 
mental  to  the  most  advanced  principles.  This  treatiiy  covers 
everything  a  person  must  know  in  order  to  make  money  as  a 
successful  scenario  writer.  For  sale  by  all  News-dealers  and 
Book-Stores.  If  you  cannot  procure  a  copy,  send  us  the  price, 
35  cents,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  and  we  will  mail  you  one, 
postage  free.  Address 

L.  SENARENS,  219  Seventh  Ave.,  New  York,  N.  Y. 


